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TALES FROM "BLACKWOOD,*' 



SHAKESPEAE'E'S FUNERAL 

m 

BT MAJOB-DENERAL E. B. HAMLET. 



Tlace, — Stbattobd-on-Avon. 
Time.-- Ths 25th of Afbil 1616. 

SciEm I. — The Taprmm of ihe FaUtm ToKoem i» (he 

High Strwty kept by Eleanor Comyng. 

Hostess and Sly. 

Hostess. Kit Sly, Kit Sly, dost thon hear? 
There be guests aHghting in the yard; run thou 
and help Bobin ostler hold their stirnipB, and so do 
somewhat for the ale thou ne'er pay'st for. 

Sly, If I do, wilt thou let this one day slip with- 
out rating and prating of thy score that I ow« 
thee? 

Hostess. Yea, good Kit, if thou ran quickly. 
S.S. — L p 
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Sly. But wilt ihoa bid Francis draw me what 
ale I may chance call for? 

Hostess, I^Skj, that will I not, or thou wouldst 
emptj my great tun. Thou wouldst serve me as 
thou didst the ale-wife of Wincot,^ who says, poor 
sold, that she ne'er had cask in cellar these twelve 
years but thou wert more &tal to it than a leaking 
tap. By these ears, I heard her say so when the 
deputy's men were seizing her goods. Thou shalt 
not cozen me as thou didst Marian. 

Sly, Hold stirrup thyself then. Fll not budge, 
m to sleep again by the chimney till it please Gk>d 
send me drink. 

Enter Drayton ^ {the poet) and Touno Baleigh • 

(son of Sir Walter), 

Drayton, Sly, said she! Didst thou not hear, 
Walter, yon varlet's name ? but 'twas scarce need- 
fuL The sodden face, the shaking nether lip, the 

^ '* Ask Marian Hacket, the fat ale-wife of Wincot, if she know 
me not,'* says Kit Sly in the*' Taming of theShiew." Wincotisa 
village about three miles from Stratford. 

3 Michael Drayton, a Warwickshire poet of great repute in his 
day, was about a year older than Shakespeare, and had known him 
long and familiarly. 

' Young Walter Raleigh was -Sir Walter^s eldest son, and was 
now twenty-two years old. He acoompanied his father, soon after, 
to South America, as commander of one of the companies that 
formed the military part of the expedition, to prepare for which 
wis tho express condition on which Sir Walter was released from 
fbt Tower in January 1616. 



shaeespeabe's funeral. 3 

eye watery and impudent^ the patmoh ale-swelled, 
the doublet liqaor-stainedy the hat crushed firom 
being much slept in, the apparel ruinous, because 
the tapster intercepts the fee that should be the 
tailor's and the cobbler's — ^hath not the master, 
without cataloguing one of these things, implied 
all, in half-a-score of pregnant words, for aU the 
&ture ? What a skiU is that can make a poor sot 
immortal! 

Sl^, Sot, saidsj; thou I — ^but I care not. Will yd 
stand me, gentles, in a pot of ale ? 

Raleigh, Wilt thou answer, then, a few questions 
I would put to thee ? 

Sli/, Ay — ^but the ale first; and be brief; I love 
not much question. Say on, and let the world 
slide. 

Raleigh. A pot of ale, drawer, for this worthy 
man. And now tell me. Sly, is't not thy custom to 
*tise that phrase * let the world slide * ? ^ 

Sly, It may weU be ; 'tis a maxim I love ; 'tis a 
cure for much. I am cold — ^let the world slide, for 
anon I shall be warmer. I am dry — ^let the world 
slide, for time will bring ale. I sit, pottle-pot in 
hand, i' the chimney-nook — ^let the world slide 
while I taste it. 

Drayton, 'Tis a pretty philosophy, and might 
serve for greater uses. But, for a further question 

1 A phrase much affected by Sly the Tinker in the prelude to the 
** Tandng of the Shrew." 
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— ^Wert thou acqxiamted wth old Jolm Naps of 
Greece?^ «' 

8ly. John Naps, qaoiihal Trhat old John! by 
Jeronimj, I knew him many a year, mended his 
pots and helped hfm empty tihenu 'A had been a 
Bailor^ or to say piiate would be to shoot nearer tiie 
clout ^ when sober his fiushion was to say nought, but 
when drunk his talk was of the tSiings *a had seen in 
Greece — ^whereby they called him Naps of Greece. 

Drayton, And £dst thou know, too, Peter Tuif 
and Henry Pimpemell ? ' • 

Sly. Yea, as this pot-handle knows these fingers. 
For Tur^ he was deputy-sexton of Wincot, and 
indeed digged Naps^ grave, and was found lying 
drunk therein, with his spade beside him, at the 
hour of buriaL For Pimpemell, 'twas a half-witted 
companion, but his grandam kept money in 's 
purse, and 'a served to pay scores, and 'a could 
join in a catch on occasion, thof 'a had but a small, 
cracked voice, and mostly sung his part to psalm- 
tunes. And now, masters, a question to ye — ^an 
ye answer not, feith, I care not — ^but how should 
such as ye know Naps and the others ? 

DrayUm. They have been recorded, and thou too^ 

^ Qbe of bit's acquaintances at WincoJ. 

"Stepben Sly, and Old John Naps of Greece, 
Jjid FiBtflr Tozf and Heniy RmperadL'* ' 

— *' Taming of the Bhiew." 

A manxDcript memarandnm, in "wlddi Stephen Sly is mentioned»« 
written at Stratford in 1614^ is stiU extant. 
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m what will outlast jour epitaphs. Doobdess 
tlMHi hast heard of Jiaater William ShaksBpeare of 
New Plaoe.^ 

Sly. Heard of him, said he ! Ay, and seen him 
and talked with him both here and at Wincot when 
he came thi&er to his Idnsfiilk.^ By this malt- 
jaice, a merry gentleman, and a free— 'a should 
have been a lord, for, look you, to bestow liquor on 
the thirsty is a lordly fiushion, and I have owed him 
many askinfaL Marry, that tap's dry now. 

Ura^tohi^'WbBt, knaye, hath he fomid at last that 
it is more Tirtaons to finget tiiee than to ooonten- 
anoe thee? 

Sly. Kay, I will eay nought in Ms dbpraise ; 'a 
was good to me, and hath oft sp<^ with me, and 
ni ne'er deny it now's dead and gone. Mayhap 
ye.have oome to the bnrial ? 

Drayton. Beadl 

Raleigh. Master Shakespeare dead ! 

Hostess. Oh, masters, he hath spoke the irath, 
tbo' he be no tnie num; by these tears, be hath. 
Master Shakespeare parted o' Tuesday, and he wiU 
be buried this dientical day; the coffin will be 
brought forth of Kew Place upon the stroke of two. 
I have talked with the bearers, and alL 

1 New Place was a large house, with garden attached, in tiie 
town of atratford-^Hilt \3j Sir Hugh Cloptoa in Heozy VII.'8 
time, and purchased by Shakespeare in 1597. 

^ The Ardens, Shakespeare's relations hy the mother's nde, 
fiv<ed in the pariah of Winoot. 
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Baleigh. Thns perish the hopes which drew me 
to Stratford. I thought to look on the foremost 
poet of the world — ^to hear his voice — ^perchance to 
be honoured with some discourse of him — and now 
I shall look but on his cofi^ Oh, Master Drayton I 

Drayton. We looked not, indeed, for this. 'Tis 
as if the sun were drawn £rom the firmament, and 
had left us to perpetual twilight. The radiant 
intellect is gone, and hath left but its pale reflection 
in his works — ^tho' these shall be immortal Me- 
thinks, in future, the sky will be less blue, the air 
less warm, the flowers less gay; for I honoured 
this man more than any, and whatever I essayed to 
do 'twas with a secret thought of his judgment 
over me, as if he had been the conscience of mine 
intellect. 

Hostess. Ye look pale — a cup of sack, sweet sirs ; 
for, ye know, a cheerful cup the heart bears up. 

Drayton. Nay, woman, nay. 

Hostess. 'Tis of the best, I warrant you ; 'tis from 
the stores of Master Quiney — ^him that hath married 
Master Shakespeare's daughter Judith, and he deals 
in none but the best. 

Drayton. 'Tis not sack that will help us. But 
canst thou tell us, good hostess, aught concerning 
his end? 

Hostess. Yea, well-a-day, that can I, for 'twas 
Gossip Joan Tisick who goeth out nursing, the 
same, your worships, that brought young Elizabeth 
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Hall, his grandohild, into the world, that was sent 
for to him when 'twas seen which way 'a was likely 
to go; whereby, she told me thereof yesternight 
over a cup of ale and sugar with a toasted crab in 't 
—for, said she, there's none in Stratford, Mistress 
Gomyng, that Master Shakespeare thought more on 
than you. The doctor, Master Hall, says to her, 
''Have a care, Joan, of my father-in-law Shake- 
speare, says he ; for 'tis a parlous case, says he ; 
we be aU mortal, says he — and the breath goeth 
when it listeth — ^therefore keep thou the better 
watch, for 'tis a man we could ill spare." " Fear 
not. Master Hall," quoth Joan, 'Til tend him an 
'twere his mother." So, o' Tuesday night he said he 
felt easier, and he bid Mistress Hall and the Doctor 
that they should leave him and take good rest. 
And 'a says to Joan, "Art drowsy, good Joan?" 
Whereupon she made answer, " A little ; for I have 
been up," saith she, " all last night at a labour with 
Mistress Coney her thirteenth dbild." " Ay," quoth 
he, " in thy calling thou seest both ends of life ; 
well, thou shalt sleep to-night, and all night if thou 
wilt." "Nay, sir," saith Joan, "not so; but your 
worship being of so good cheer to-night, mayhap if 
I take a short nap 'twill do no harm." " If thou 
take a long one, good Joan," said Master Shake- 
speare, " it matters not, for, I warrant you, I shall 
take a longer." " It doth me good to hear your 
worship speak so," says Joan, "for sleep well is 
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keep well, and a mght'e rest physios' faesf- 
so taoks up the beddothes, and dra^vs the hangings, 
and lea^«8 him as 'a "was closing his eyes. Well, 
sweet 8ii», all the night he lay quiet, and with the 
dawn Joan peeps me in through the cnrtainsy and 
ijiere he lay, qoiet and smiling-^^md as the son 
rose she t>eeps me in again and he was rtill qoiet 
and •saiiLkig-'-and she touohed his for^ead^ — and 
he had been lying for honriB (so the Doctor said 
when Joiin called him) as dead as^hiB grondam. 

DrUykm. 'Twas, tiien, with good » heart' ^t tiiis 
great soul passed to what himself hath* called the mi- 
disoovered country : of whose inhabitaiM he- must 
sure take his place among the most iHnstrions. 
Then art sad, Wcdter — this grief touohes thee, and, 
sooth, it becomes thee welL It bespeaks thy ycmtii 
e:enerou8 ; 'tis an assurance that thou hast thy 
Iwb spirit, who, gr«at ImuBel^ owns near ki^ 
ship ¥nth greatness, and will sorrow for Shake- 
speare as for a brother, 

Baleigh. Twas my &ther^s wish, when he knew 
I was to be ihj guest in Warwickshire, that I 
should pay tny duty to Master Shakespeare, £ir, 
said he, there is nb worthiei^ thing in life than to 
take note of the greatest of thy companioDs in 
eardi's pilgrimage ; in them thou seest the quintes- 
sence of man's spirit, cleared of the muddy yapours 
which make common humanity so base and foolish : 
and this man is of the greatest, a companion h 
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for princeBy nay, himself a king, whose kingdom is 
of the imagination, and therefore boundless. Tell 
Mm, Walter, said mj &ther, that in my long cap- 
tivity ^ I hare oflb remembered onr pleasant encoui- 
ters at the Mermaid;^ teU him, too, that I have 
solaced mine enforced solitude in the Tower with 
studying aU of his works that have been given to 
UJB^ and entreat him, in my name, not to leave 
those ploys of his to the chances of the world, as 
&thei8 leave &eir misbegotten children, hut to 
make them truly Hie beirs of his invention, and to 
Spend on them that paternal care whidi diall prove 
them worthy of their source. 

Hostess, Please you come in here to the Dolphin 
diamber,, 'Where Master Shakespeare loved to sit. 

BaUiglu WeU — ^now we are in it, I find it con- 
venient and well lighted ^ and yet methiidai 'tis but 
a small one, 

DratfUm. Ay, but see'st thou that, through the 
door, one that sits here can mark the whole pom- 
pany of al&drinkers in liie tap-room without, and 
therefore Shakespeare loved it ; here would he sit 
and note the humours of such guests as yonder Sly. . 
For in such, he would say, you see homazuty with 
its vizard (^; aod he held that nurture, though it 

^ The twelve years' imprisonment in the Tower to whidi James L 
bad consigned him. 

3 The Mennaid was a tavern in London where Sir Walter had 
«BtahUshed, before his imprisonment, a dub, of which Shakespeare^ 
Ben Jonson, Beaumont, Fletchor, and others were members. 
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oft cherishes a good apprehension, yet as oft doth 
overlay and smother it. He hath said to me, 
pointing to the company without, " K you find wit 
here 'tis the hird's own feather, and no borrowed 
plume; if you see courtesy 'tis inborn, and will 
bear the rub; if you note a quaint humour 'tis 
in the man by the grace of God or the force of 
circumstance : your weaver or your tinker, what- 
soever other gift he hath, hath not the skill to 
counterfeit, for that comes by art, and leisure, and 
commerce with men of condition, and desire of 
their good opinion ; wherefore ^ methinks 1 oft see 
deeper through your leathern jerkin than your satin 
doublet" 

Hostess. Tea, here would 'a come many a time 
and ofti, with Master Ben, that was ftdl of quips as an 
egg of meat. " Mistress Quickly I " Ben would say 
(for so 'a called me, I know not wherefore), '' set us 
in the Dolphin chamber ; ^ and let us have a sea- 
coal fire," 'a would say — " and I will drink none if 
thou give me not a parcel-gilt goblet," whereby 
Master Shakespeare would cast at him out of 's eye 
a merry glint. " Hast thou thy plate yet ? " Master 
Ben would ask me, '^ and the tapestry of thy dining 
chambers? Gome, let us have Doll Tearsheet 
meet us at supper." " Lord, sir," would I say, 
<<I know no DoUs nor Tearsheets neither;" but 

1 For tbe allnsioiis here made by Master Ben, see the " Second 
Part of King Henry, IV./' act ii so. 1. 
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'twas a merry man, I warrant you, tho' I did never 
know what his meaning was. 

DrayUm. These memories of thine breed but sad 
mirth in me now. 

Hostess. Well-a-day, if there be not Sir Thomas 
and Master Thynne, rid from Charlecote,^ and 
alighting. By your leave, kind sirs, I will go 
receive them. [She goes out, 

Drayton, Dear Walter, this stroke is so sudden 
that it bewilders me ; methinks I am dreaming ; I 
discourse, remember, reason, and so forth, and yet 
my brain all the while wrapt as in a cerement. 
Coming here with my IhonghtB fuU of him, sitting 
in this room where he and I have sat so oft, what 
could seem less strange than that he should enter 
and greet me ; and yet a little word hath made me 
know that to be impossible for aU time. 

Raleigh, Ay, sir, amidst my own pain I remember 
how you have been familiar with that divinest man, 
and must feel a far deeper sorrow than myself, that 
know him but in the picture my ima&dnation hath 
formed; and I perceive by the bLk Se in mine 
own present, what a void must be left in yours. 
Would you have us quit Stratford forthwith? 

Drayton, Nay, by no means ; let us rather give 
our sorrow somewhat to feed on ; let us fill it with 
the sad memories that abound here. For, to me, 

1 Charlecote, still the funily seat of the Lucys, is sozne four 
miles from Stratford. 
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ererythiBg in Stratford speaks of Shakespeare; 
'twas here he lived, while that nnmatchad appr^ 
hension was most wazlike to leoeive impressions, 
when wonder and observation were quickest in 
him ; and 'twas here he began to fill a stozehonse 
from whenoe to draw at wilL For his manner was 
always to bmM on a gronnd of &ct, or, rather, to 
sow fiu3t like a seed, and let it strike in that rich 
soil till ofttimeB none but himself could tell (even if 
himself oonld) what the ripened fruit had spnmg 
from. SometimeB he wonld liimi a man in brief as 
he saw him, and, again, he wonld so play wiUi his 
first notion, dressing it and transforming it, yet 
ever working even as natoxe works, that the dtizen 
of StraUbn l or Warwick would grow into a Boman 
or ancient Briton, a lover or a king, a conspirator or 
a jester, compoimded part of fisust, part of fiuicy, 
yet wonld the morsel of £Mst leaven the wbole with 
tmth. 

Bdlaglu Was this Sir Thomas Lucy he whom 
the world calls Jnstioe Shallow? 

Drayton. Nay, he hath been dead these many 
yeane— diis is his son; but the companion that's 
with him thou mayest have chanced to hear o£ 

Enter Snt Thomas Lucr and Master Thtmne, 

in movming habiU» 

HosUis. Wilt please yon walk this way, Sir 
Thomas? This chamber is warmer, and the day 
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ie fteah. Theio be We, eiie, none bat tbese two 
gentlemen. 

Sir Tlumua. Master Dmytoa, as I remember me. 
Yon are of onr oonnty of Warwiokahire, I tiiink, air 7 

Drayton. I sm bo, Sir Thomas, at your service. 
Give me leave to bring yon acquainted with my 
friend and coiarad& in travel, Master Walter Raleigfa. 

Sir Tktanm, I saints yon, sir. Of the Ealeighs 
rf Devonshire, mayhap? 

BaUigk. The same, Sir Thomas. 

Sir Thomas. An honoarable &mily, sir, and one 
tiiat bath Ixime itself among the best these numy 
reigns past Yon' qnarter the arms rfThrockmop. 
ton, as I think, sir — yon bear gules, five fnsils, in 
bend aj^nt, and your cognisance a stsg ; or ist a 
martlet? 

BaUigh. I knew not we, being but simple gentle^ 
men, arid ont of fiivonr, were of that mart that onr 
qnarterings ahoold be thus well known. 

Sir Thomas. I am something of a herald, I would 
have yoa know, sir. Methinks 'twere well that 
men of qnality were iamiliar each with the preten- 
sions of all the rest, making as 'twere one fitmily in 
condition : thus shoold we at once know yrko are of 
the better, who of the baser sort And so, sir, of 
the leisnre I spare from mine office as justice of the 
peace, and from mine own concerns, I give some- 
what to hwaldiy. 

DrayUm, I perceive by the sad hne of yonr gar^ 
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ments that you design to be present at Master 
Shakespeare's faneraL 

Sir Thomas, Ay, sir. His son-in-law, Doctor Hall, 
is our physician at Charlecote, and I have had deal- 
ings with himself, and held him in esteem. 

Raleigh. 'Tis as it should be — ^the whole world 
should honour such worth as his. 

Sir Thomas, Nay, good sir, I go not so far with 
you : though he were indeed so honourable that his 
neighbours, even of condition, may well accord him 
a last show of respect 

Drayton, I am glad that the old grudge between 
Master Shakespeare and Sir Thomas your &ther. 
holds not in this generation. 

Sir Thomas, Why, for that, Master Drayton, in 
respect of the deer stealing, 'twas not such a matter 
as is ne'er to be forgiven nor forgotten ; he was but 
a youth then, and he suffered for't; and, for the 
Bcurril ballad concerning which the rumour went 
'twas writ by Shakespeare, why, 'twas none of his. 

Drayton, I'll be sworn 'twas not Know we not 
the hand of the master better than to take such 
'prentice-stuff for his ? As weU affirm that a daw's 
feather may drop from an eagle. 

Sir Thomas, Nay, sir, I have better assurance ; 
he himself, of his own motion, told my father (and 
hath repeated it to myself) that he ne'er wrote it 

Drayton, He hath told me the same — and for the 
plays 
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Sir Thomas, For the plays wherein 'twas said ho 
drew my father, 'twas idle gossip. How should a 
Oloiicestershire justice^ one Shallow (for such I am 
told is what passes for the portrait), represent Sir 
Thomas Lucy of Charlecote in Warwickshire ? 

Thipine. 'Twas said, too, that he had set me down 
along with mine uncle. By the mass ! I should not 
care though it had been so; for I saw the play^ 
once in London, and Master Slender was a gentle- 
man, and an esquire, and of good means, though the 
people did laugh, I know not why, at some of his 
discourse. But he and the rest lived in Harry 
Fourth's time, 'twas said ; and how could I live in 
Harry Fourth's time that go not back beyond Eliza- 
beth? though the Thynnes were well thought on 
afore that, look you. 

Sir Thomas. Well, sir, I have ne'er seen the play, 
and love not players. I ever noted that when they 
came to Stratford there was new business for the 
justices. The idle sort grew idler — they drew 
others on to join them that would else have been 
better conducted — ^there was less work, more drink, 
and more disorder. I could never away with the 
players, sir; and I was heartily with those who 
were for inhibitmg their theatre in Stratford. 

* Thynne. And I too. Cousin Lucy, I care not for 
the play, though, good sooth, I liked it well enough. 
But give me for sport a stage with two good back- 

1 " Meny Wires of Windsor.'' 
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Bworcl or qnarterHBtaff men ; or a gieaisd pole ynSk 
a Gloneefiter oheeae atop ; or a bsH-naniiBg : but of 
all sport, bj the masBl I lore tibe beaK^gafdeii — 
man and bojy I ever loved it; 'ti^Hif taiest 'sport, 
in good sootii, now. 

Draytoru Metihoiighty Sir ThoBOSi^nMfhenyocE talked 
of honoming jny dear friend, 'twas for bis worka. 

Sir 2%omas. Nay, sir, I make no acoonnt of bia 
worka, and, indeed^ know nongbt of Aodl He had 
won a good station, and mafntain^ it^ and therelbra 
he shotdd have bia dae. 

Draytofu For big descent, tiiat, as all men know, 
was not above hmnble citizen's degree 

^ Thomas, His mother was an Arden f and the 
College granted to bis &ther a ooat of arms, a spear 
or, upon a bend sable, in a field of gold — the crest, 
a falcon witib his wings displayed, standing on a 
wreath of his colonrs, snpporting a spear; and he 
might impale with Arden. And the gentleman 
himself hath for years been of good havings, with 
lands and honses, and of good repute in all his 
dealings ; therefore, say I, that we who be neigh- 
bours and gentlemen, shotdd have him in respect. 

Tkgfftnt. Yea, forsooth ! gentlemen should give to 
other gentlemen (thof they be new-made and qnarter 
not) what countenance they may, for their better 
advantage, and to maintain them in consideration, 
look j<m^ and to prosper them ; and therefore 'tis 
we come to make two at the buriaL 
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Raleigh ye gods ! this of him that conceived 
Lear and Othello ! Sirs, with yonr leave we will 
now bid you fereweU. 

8ir Thomas. Nay, I pray you that we part not so. 
I beseech yon, Master Baleigh, and yon, Master 
Drayton, that yon lie this night at Gharlecote. I 
wonld have yon home to snpper, and thank yon, 
too, for yonr good company. 

Thynne. And I, sirs, have a poor honse of mine 
own within these dozen miles, and thof I be not a 
knight like my consin Lucy here, yet I can lodge a 
guest as well as some; now that my mother be 
dead, I live as befits a gentleman, good sooth, and 
I would bid you welcome truly, now, and show you 
a mastiff that hath lost an eye by a bear. 

Drayton. Sir, I thank you. For your good kind- 
ness. Sir Thomas, we are beholden to you; but, 
pray you, let us stand excused. Master Baleigh 
hath business that 

Baleigh. Nay, Master Drayton, that business we 
had is sadly ended, and our whole journey marred. 
With your good leave, therefore, I would rejoice 
that we should take Sir Thomas at his word. 

Sir Thomas. By my troth, sirs, I am glad on't, 
and you shall be heartily welcome. We'll e'en 
meet here at four o' the clock, and ye shall find 
wherewithal to bear you and your mails to Charle* 
cote. 

8.8. — J. Q 
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Bakigh, Till then, farewelL (To Drayton as they 
go out.) Seest thou not, Master Michael, that to sit 
in Master Shallow's house, perchance in his veiy 
arbour ^ — ^to eat a pippin, maybe, of his own graffing 
— ^to look on his effigy, clad as he went to the Court 
with Falstaff — ^were a chance that would lead me to 
journey barefoot in the snow to Charlecote? For 
being here in the birthplace (alas I now the death- 
place) of him I so reverenced, what better tribute 
can I pay (now that nought but his memory is left 
for our worship) than, even as thou saidst but now, 
to trace the begettings of those bright fsuicies which 
he hath embalmed for ever? 

Drayton. Tou look on these things, Walter, as I 
would have you look; a true disciple art thou of 
him whom we shall always love and always mourn, 
and gladly will I go with thee to Charlecote. And 
now, ere we stand by that greedy grave that is 
presently to swallow so huge a part of what is 
precious in England, we will see to that other 
business of thine, the raising of money for thee. 
'Tis but a step, as I remember, to Master Sherlock's 
house. Now I pray thee mark that old nmn well — 
and if we deal not with him, as is likely, 'tis no 
matter, for I can take thee elsewhere ; but I would 
ihou shouldst see old Master Sherlock. 

1 See <' Second Part of King Henry IV./' act ▼. flc 8. 
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Scene IL — Master Sherlock^s counting-house. Shee« 
LOCK sitting at his desk in an inner room. 

Enter Drayton and Ealeiqh. 

Drayton [aside to Ealeigh), Dost thou not spy in 
him a likeness to an old spider, black, still, and 
watohfal, and in that money-changing den to a cob- 
web? There be many flies have sufifered loss of 
wings here. 

Raleigh. How old and bent he looks! and, but 
that he be a money-lender, I should have deemed 
him poor. 

Drayton. Nay, 'tis not a spider of the sleek sort 
— ^blood- sucking hath not &ttened him as it doth 
some. 

Raleigh. His attire doth not bespeak much wealth. 
That old gown were dear at two shillings, fiir trim- 
mings and all ; nay, 'twere a &ir price even were 
the velvet cap and copper spectacles thrown into 
the bargain. 

Drayton. Soft you, he comes. 

Sherlock. Sirs, your servant. What would you? 

Drayton. Marry this, Master Sherlock — me you 
remember — ^Michael Drayton — ^we have had some 
small dealings together of yore. 

Sherlock. Ay, sir, I forget none who deal with me. 

Drayton (aside). Nor they thee, HI be swoixu 
{To Sherlock.) But thus it is — my friend here. 
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Master Baleigh, hath had a manor in Surrey as* 
signed^ him by his &ther, Sir Walter, and having 
pressing need of moneys, inasmuch as he hath been 
appointed captain in a force which will shortly 
embark for Guiana, whereof Sir Walter is chief 
commander, he would raise a sum thereon to fur- 
nish him forth. 

Sherlock. Be there none in London that would 
lend him the moneys? 

DrayUm. Certes ; but he goeth now into Devon- 
shire, and his need is pressing. 

Sherlock. His need is pressing — ^well, sir? 

Drayton, To which end he would be beholden to 
you for a present loan. 

Sherlock. For a present loan — ^well, sir? 

Drayton [aside to Baleigh). Mark you his manner 
of speech? 'twas ever thus with him. {To Sher- 
lock.) And for security he hath brought the writ- 
ings pertaining to the estate ; till thou canst prove 
which to be suflScient, myself will be his surety. 

RaUigh. These be they. 

Sherlock. These parchments, these parchments 
— ay? ay — Manor of West Horsley* — all these 
messuages and tenements — ^ay, ay. Well, sir, time 
is needed to examine these ; what moneys dost thou 
require? 

^ An estate in Deronshire, thus assigned to him seTeral yean 
before, had been confiscated by James L 

* Sir Walter's second son afterwards lived here, and his aimB 
long remained (perhaps stiU remain) on the walls. 
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Raleigh. In brief, four hnndred pounds. 

Sherlock, Four tundred pounds — ^well? 

Raleigh. If upon inquiry and advice the security 
satisfy thee, at what rate of usance wilt thou lend 
9ie? 

Sherlock. Rate of usance? — why, sir, money is 
hard to come by at this time; we have suffered 
great fires in our town,^ and money hath been 
needed for the rebuilding; the rate hath risen of 
late — and there is talk of war with Spain, which 
wiU raise it further. I must myself borrow ere 
I lend, and must needs pay roundly. I cannot 
supply you at a less yearly rate than fifteen in the 
hundred. 

Drayton. Nay, sir, my friend's need is not so 
great that he should pay so dearly. He laid his 
account for ten, and by my counsel he will give 
no more — ^for, look you, this is no venture, but a 
surety. 

Sherlock. Then, I fear me, we deal not; but I 
wiU look into these writings — ^*tis possible I may 
be able to lend at fourteen and a hal£ 

Drayton. Put up your papers, Walter, we wiU 
make other shift This was but part of our busi- 
ness in Stratford, Master Sherlock ; our intent was 
to visit your most illustrious townsman, and now, 
woe the day I we hear he is dead. 

1 There had been a eonflagration in Stratfoxd in 1614, which had 
destroyed a great part of the town. 
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Sherlock. Ay, who may he be ? 

Raleigh. Who but Master Shakespeare, for whose 
banal you will straightway hear the bell tolL 

Sherlock. I heard say he was dead. 

Raleigh Didst not know him? 

Sherlock. We had dealings together years agone 
— ^ay, he hath had money of me more than once or 
twice; but he consorted with mine enemy, John- 
a-Combe,^ and we would none of each other after. 

Drayton. I knew not John- a -Combe was the 
enemy of any man* 

Sherlock. He was mine enemy in the sense that 
he hindered my dealings. This Shakespeare, too, 
outbid me for the tithes * when they were sold. I 
had been a richer xnan had he die/a dozen years 
agone. I spend not, therefore, much sorrow on 
him. 

Raleigh. Why, this comes nigh to blasphemy^^ — 
let us be gone. 

Drayton. Well, Qod be with you, Master Sher* 
lock, — (aside) though I fear that may hardly be. 
Gome, Walter. But, Master Sherlock, a moment, 
I pray you ; I saw your daughter. Mistress Visor, 
of late. 

Sherlock. My daughter. Mistress Visor, ay ! 

Drayton. A woman, sir, that is held in much 

1 Jobn-a-Combe wm a rich banker in Btratfoid, and a friend of 
Shakespeare, to whom he left a small legacy. 

* Shakespeare inyefted a considerable sum in a lease of theit 
Uihea. 
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respect, though not for her worldly means. In 
tnith, she hath but a sorry life of it. 

Sherlock, She made her own bed when she fled 
from this house twenty years agone with young 
Visor. Let her lie on it, and if she find it hard, 
let her see that she complain not. The curse of 
disobedience hath been on her. 

DraytovL Well, sir, she hath paid for that long 
ago, if misery may pay it. She looks like one that 
the world hath done its worst on, and is ready to 
quit it. 

Sherlock. Sir, sir, I had thought you came here 
on a business matter. I have somewhat pressing 
to see to. 

Drayton, One word. Master Sherlock. Her eldest 
son, your grandson, is a lad of promise, and for 
education she hath done what she may for him ; 
but I heard of late that he was driven to hold 
horses in the market-place, and such chance shifts, 
for a bare Hving. 

Sherlock, Let his father look to it ; he took my 
daughter — let him look to his son — ^let him look to 
his son. {To Raleigh.) Will it please you leave 
the writings ? 

Drayton. Her daughter, near womanhood, is fidr 
to look on, but 

Sherlock. Hast thou been set on to thisV^^Yonr 
pardon if I quit you. 

[Retiree into the inner room* 
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BaleiglL Come, let us away. So, I breathe again, 
now we are qnit of that den. I have heard of such 
flints, but neW saw one till now. 

Drayton. So thou carest not for his money at 
fifteen in the hundred? 

Raleigh. Were't five I would not deal with him. 
'Tis a stone, sure, that hath been cut in human 
shape and possessed by some vile spirit from the 
nether world. I ahnost marvel. Master Michael, 
that thou broughtst me to him. 

Drayton. Why, was it not of our compact that I 
should show thee some of the models whence our 
master drew? 

Raleigh, Models ? how, Sherlock ? Yet that 
name. Soft you, now, soft you I And money- 
lender, too. And then his daughter — ^why. Master 
Michael, 'tis clear as the sun — ^it runs on all-fours 
with the devil in the play ; and yet, but that thou 
gaVst me the clue, I might have borrowed money 
from him twenty years without guessing. Well, 
this passes! 

Scene HL — The Churchyard of Stratford. 
A crowd waiting about the gate. 

First Woman. Didst not hear say there would be 
a dole ? I see no signs of it. 

Second Woman. 'Twas too good to be true ) com- 
fort is chary of coming to poor folk. 
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First Man, I have been here since one o' the 
clock, and with a toothache, for which thou seest 
mj &ce is tied np, and the wind is keen. I had 
stayed within fonr walls but for the word that went 
about of a dole. 

First Woman, Thou look'st none the comelier, 
Peter Quince, for the clout about thy yellow chaps, 
like a blue dish foil of butter-milk. 

Second Man. Thou shouldst have covered the 
rest of thy face with it, Peter, then wouldst thou 
have been fairer to look on than e'er thou wert 
yet. 

Second Woman, I'll warrant thou eatest thy share 
when thou getst it, crust and all, in despite of thy 
toothache. 

Peter Quince. Look if here be not lame Davy, 
coming for the sharing; how his crutch thumps 
in 's haste I — do but mark how he outspeeds blind 
Harry that feeleth his way by the waU. 

Second Man. Ay, and look, Madge, my buxom 
lass, at what will please thee better, for here come 
gentlemen of worship. 

Madge. The younger is as gallant a youth as 
e'er I set eyes on* 

[The bell tolls Jor theJUneral 
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Unter Drayton and Baleigh. 

Bale^h. 

** No longer monrn for me when I am dead 
Than ye shall hear the snrly sallen bell 
GiYe waning to. the world that I am fled."^ 

How strange sonnd these words of his, with that 
bell for commentazy I How his own phrases rise 
to the lips! 

Drayton. Ay, Walter, you shall find but few 
occasions in life, solemn or merry, regarding which 
something apt, something that goeth deeper than 
common to the heart of the matter, hath not been 
said by him that is now silent. 

BaUigh, One that reads him as a student, and lov- 
ingly, as my &ther £rom my first youth hath taught 
me to do, and hath moreover a good memory, shall 
find in him (my father is wont to say) a rich vo- 
cabulary. But mark you the crowd here ! 'tis the 
spontaneous respect of the people for so fiunous a 
townsman. Now look I to see (what we have not 
yet seen) the sorrow of Stratford for the loss of her 
great son. As the sun lights the hovel no less 
than the palace, so should his fame reach to, and 
warm, the poorest here. 

Drayton. Be not too assured that his &me is 
of a kind to be felt by such as these, though were 
he a commander who had brought home a Spanish 

^ Hm opening linee of Shakespeare's TUt Sonnet. 
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galleon^ or a ootirtier who Iiad set the fitshioiiB at 
Whitehall, or a foolish lord with fifty retainers at 
his hack, no cap so greasj hut it would cover an 
idolater. But let us mark what passes 'twixt the 
townsfolk and this old headle who cometh hither 
with his older satellite. 

Enter a Beadle and Assistant-Beadle with Servants 

bearing baskets. 

Assist'Beadle. Neighbours, make way, I pray 
you; stand aside from the gates. 

Crowd. The dole, the dole ! Gk)od Master Beadle, 
a word with you — ^me, sirs, me — ^look hither, 'tis 

I, &C. 

First Beadle. What a consternation is here I 
Make not such a clamour. We are charged, I 
and my partner, witii the contribution of this dole, 
and we will contribute it without respect of persons, 
save that we will give most to those we think most 
worthy. Stand you back. Quince and Flute. 

Quince. Yet do not overlook me, good Master 
Beadle. 

Flute. Bemember me, an't please you, Master 

Derrick. 

« 

Assist. ' Beadle. Heard you not what Master 
Derrick said ? Would you set yourselves to teach 
him in this business? 

Beadle. Ay, would they, such is their vanily and 
their greediness. It might be thought they had 
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ne'er seen a jj^neral before. When did any of you 
know me overlook one that should be remembered? 
Have I been beadle here forty years for nought ? 

Assist'Beadle. Ye dare not say he hath for your 
lives. 

Crowd, The bread I the bread I 

Beadle, 'Ods my life, they would tear it out of 
the baskets, like wolves. Neighbours, though it 
be customary to give loaves only, yet Master Shake- 
speare, out of his love for you, and because ye 
should mourn him fittingly, hath desired that beef 
should be bestowed along with the bread. 

Several, Worthy gentleman! 

First Woman, Oh, good soul, this shall profit him, 
sure, where he's gone. 

Second Woman, Nay, I ever said there were none 
in Stratford more rememberful of the poor than 
Master Shakespeare. 

AaaUt'Beadle, Aj, and more than that, there be 
four firkins of ale to be broached after the burial, 
behind the church. 

Beadle, Neighbour Turgis, wilt thou still go 
about to forestall me? I was coming to the ale 
presently, .when time fitted. Do thou stand by the 
baskets and give out the dole as I shall tell thee. 
East thou the bag of groats ready, too ? 

Assist'Beadle, Tea, Master Derrick. 

[Tket/ distribute the provisions and money. 

Flute, Shall I not have a loaf and a groat for my 
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wife ? She bath had twins this morning, therefore 
could not come. 

Old Woman, Thy wife, forsooth ! — -my son hath 
worked at New Place, and helped to mend the fence 
i' th' fi^arden last winter, and now is he rheumaticky 
andSd-rid. A dole for him, I pmy yon, sweS 
Master Derrick. 

Beadle. Be not too forward, woman ; thou art not 
too well thought on, I warrant thee. 

Old Woman. Is acquaintance and service to count 
for nought ? — ^*tis a shame, then. 

Beadle. Quiet thy tongue, mistress ; it may be I 
shall be called on to deal with thee in other &shion 
than doles. Thou art deputed by many for a witch, 
let me tell thee ; thou art suspect of keeping a toad, 
and, moreover, 'tis thought thou hast a familiar, one 
Hopdance.^ [To another.) But wherefore hangst 
thou back. Cicely Hacket,^ thou that wast once a 
maid-servant at New Place? Press nearer, and 
hold out thine apron. 

Cicely. Oh, sir, I came not here for the dole, but* 
indeed to see the last of him who hath been ever 
kind to me and mine. 

Beadle. The more reason thou shouldst have thy 
part. Let her do so, Gk)odman Turgis, for thou 
knowst that she that humbleth herself should be 

^ '' Hopdance cries in Tom's hdHy for two white herrings. Croak 
not, black angel ! " Hdga/r (feigning madness) in " King Lear.*' 

3 Cicely Hacket, described by Sly as ** the woman's maid of the 
house," in the " Taming of the Shrew.*' 
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exhorted; and 'twere not ill^ melihinhs, if thon 
gav'st her, moreover, a share for her sick mother. 
{Calling through the gate to hoys in the churchyard,) 
Young fry, wHt thou leave leapmg over the grave- 
stones ? else shall my staff and thy backs be better 
acquainted. I see thee, young Fickbone, drumming 
with thine heels on Mistress Keech's epithet ; come 
off the stone, or 'twill be worse for thee, thou 
naughty varlet — and thy tall slip of a sister, too, 
I saw her but now up with her coats and over the 
railing of yonder tomb like any stag. 

Drayton {to Baleigh). The oldest of these servants 
that came with the beadles is. Shakespeare's own 
man Adam. I will speak to him. This is a sharp 
sundering for thee, Adam. Leave thy basket. Step 
aside, and speak with me of thy good master. 

Adartu Master Drayton, I looked that he should 
bury me : would I were with him 1 Were I young, 
I could ne'er hope to see such another master ; and 
being old, I have no desire but to follow him. 

Drayton. Was his sickness sudden? 

Adanu "S&jf sir, — I have foreboded, this many 
a day, how 'twas with him. He hath pined and 
dwindled, and then again he hath mended for a 
while and would walk abroad; and ever with a 
kind word and a jest, as was his wont. But I 
found, from day to day, his step slower, his hand 
heavier on my shoulder, his breath shorter, 

Drayton. Did himself look fer his end? 
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Adam. Ajj sir; but made as though he had a 
long to-come before him. Four days since ('twas 
o' Simday) he said to me, " Adam, I have a fency 
about my burial ; but say nought of it as yet to my 
daughter. I have here set down the names of those 
I desire to bear me to the grave ; " which he Jhere- 
upon read to me, and they are even now in the 
house, making ready. 

Drayton. Some of note and condition, mayhap ? 

Adam. Not so, not so, not so. Master Drayton ; 
there art thou wide indeed of the mark. Never 
trod man among men who looked on gentle and 
simple with a more equal brotherly eye than Master 
sJespeare. A firTcoat or a r4^d jerkin made 
no more difference in a man, in his eyes, than 
whether his hair were black or brown. Nay, 
strange to tell of a man of his gifts, he seemed 
oft to £bid as much matter in a fool as in a wise 
man ; he would take pleasure in discoursing with 
many a one of this town that simple I would have 
fubbed off as a lackwit. So he saith to me, ''First 
have I set down, to carry the head of my coffin, 
Hugh Bardolph and Corporal Nym,"^ poor men, 
both. Master Drayton* Bardolph, one of many of 
the name here, was a tapster; Nym, a pensioner 
of the Earl of Leicester, in whose army he served 
in the Low Coimtries, though I did never hear with 
much credit 

1 See "King Henry V." 
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I 

Raleigh. Bardolph and Nym! biave Shake- 
speare I 

Adanu " Next," he saith, " I have set down John 
Eugby and James Gumey," ancient serving-men, 
yoS Lrships, and now Lamen. 

Drayton. Whom in his plays he hath allotted, 
Bugby to Dr Cains ^ 

Raleigh. Gnmey to the Lady Palconbridge.^ 

Adam. "After them Thomas Wart," an old 
fletcher of this town, sir 



Raleigh. One of Falstaff s ragged reoroits he 

Adam. "And Kit Sly. And, to end the company, 
Snug the joiner,' and Nick Bottom" — and, the list 
being thus ended, my dear master laughed so long 
and so merrily that I cried, "Sure one that can 
laugh so hath small need to name his bearers." 
Raleigh. Truly did he make Bomeo say — 

'* How oft, when men were at the point of death, 
Have they been meny ! " 

Adam. " And be sure, Adam," he said, " that thou 
have old Derrick, and his ancient comrade Turgis, 
to give out the dole — and see it be of good kind and 
plentiful" And he charged me again I should not 
tell his daughter. Mistress Hall, of these disposi- 
tions — ^for wherefore, said he, should I add a few 
days, or hours, to her grief? 

1 " Meiry Wives of Windsor." 

a "King John." 

s "Midsummer Night's Dream." 
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Drayton. Deirick is now in the f&x&t age, he is 
the slippered pantaloon; and Tnrgis toncheth on 
the seventh, that of second childishness and mere 
offUnoHf — yet are tiiey still the shadows of that 
pair whom men shall long smile at. 

Beadle. Hath every one his portion? 

Assist^'Beadk* Yea, Master Deiiick, 

Beadle, Then give what's over how yon will, and 
make an end shortly, for we are needed at New 
Place. 

Drayton. Do ye walk in the procession, Master 
Beadle? 

Beadle. Of a snrety, worshipful sir. The funeral 
might as well make shift without the coffin as with- 
out me and my partner ; we walk before choir and 
parson, at the head of the train ; we be its eyebrows. 
And, neighbour Turgis, if thou shouldst walk half a 
foot or so to the rearward of me, 'twould be forgiven 
thee, for so would the people on both sides the way 
have me in view ; and thou, neighbour, art old— 
and moreover small — and feeble, moreover — and 
thy port doth scarce beseem the van of a ceremonial, 
the gifts for which are, in truth, not given to alL 

Assist.' Beadle. I will govern myself as then 
desirest, good neighbour. 

Adam. I have here herbs, for those who will bear 
them at the funeraL Will ye have cypress or rose- 
mary, sirs? 

Drayton. Thanks, good Adam ; we will bear each 

S.S. — ^L K 
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a branch of cjpreBS, and will long wear it in onr 
hearts, toa 

[The Beadles and Servants depart Jbr 
New Place, Drayton and Baleigh 
pass into the Churchyard. 

Drayton* 

''Let's talk of graves^ of worms, and epitaphs ; 
Make dust our paper, and with rainy eyes 
Write sonow on the bosom of the earth." ^ 

[Th^ enter the Church^ 

Scene IV. — The inside of the Church, 

Bodeigh. I have seen many a great cathedral, both 
in England and abroad, holding the bones of kings 
and saints and heroes; but never one that enshrines 
dust so sacred as will this we stand in. 

Drayton. 'Tis a &ir church, and our poet might 
find many a less fitting resting-place than amid 
these pillars and arches, with the plash of Avon 
for requiem. Yonder, before the altar, yawns the 
dark portal through which he will pass out of our 
sphere. {They approach the grave.) What a wealth 
of ripened thought will be summed up here I what 
a world of promise is the future robbed of I This 
grave divides us not fix)m one man, but fix>m un- 
numbered men and women that might have taught 
and delighted us; it engul& not one life but a 
multitude of unacted lives with their passions and 
l»Eing Bichard IL/' act liL ic. 8. 
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vicissitudes; Iiere will pass away not a solitaiy 
figure but a pageant. It may be that, so long as 
Time hath dominion here, he will never spare such 
another spirit to eternity. 

Baleigh. Here doth the poet fulfil the prophecy 
he made through the mouth of Frospero, that other 
enchanter :— 

"111 break my staff, 
Bury it certain fathoms in the eartii, 
And deeper than did ever plummet sounds 
ril drown my book ! " 

[Chanting heard in the distancCm 
Drayton. Those choristers tell us that he is on his 
last journey ; let us go meet the funeral train. 

{They pass out into the porch. The Funeral 
approaches the gate of the Churchyard. The 
Beadles walk firsts the Choristers^ in white 
robes, and the Minister follow, preceding the 
Coffin; then the mourners, two and two, each 
hearing a branch of yew, cypress, or rosemary 
m one hand, a taper in the other. As the 
Choristers enter the Churchyard they begin 
to sing the Jbllowing : — ] 

Funeral Hvmn« 

L 

Part of our hearts thou bear'st with thee 

To silence and to dust, 
Fair hopes that now must withered be. 

Unfading love and trust ; 
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8b thou wilt He not all alone 
Beneath thy monmnental stone. 

IL 

No echoes of this fretfiil world. 

No glimmer of the day, 
Can reach thee, in thy shroud enfurled, 

Thou canst not hear us piay. 
Nor seest our tears, nor heed'st our moan. 
Beneath thy monumental stone. 

in. ' 

The good thou didst thy brother here, 

The evil put aside, 
The yiotory gained o'er sloth and fear. 

O'er a^SiSThate, and pride, 
These make l^e wealth thou still canst own 
AboTe thy monumental stone. 

IT. 

With these for warrant thou shalt go 

Where sorrows ent^* not ; 
Still new thy paths, when here below 

Thy sculptured name's forgot, 
The roof decayed, the grasses grown 
Above thy monumental stone. 

Bdleiglu Methinks, Master Drayton, these verses 
might better befit some good husband and father of 
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-die oommoD sort, than Shakespeare, whose glorious 
intellect, shining through his works, is his indefeas- 
ible tiile to remembrance. To sing of him thus, is 
to speak of a &loon and say nought of her wings ; 
to oommend Behemoth for other qualities than his 
strength; to sum up Gsesar and forget his universal 
empire. 

Drctyton. It is apparent, Walter, that these good 
citizens believe they have in hand one who differs 
fiom them only in that his steps have lain in paths 
apart £x)m theirs, even as an ostrich differs from 
a swan in strangeness rather than in excellence. 
Therefore it may seem to them that this hymn^ 
which hath, doubtless, heralded many an honest 
alderman to his grave, may also serve very well 
for Shakespeare. 

Raleigh. Tell me of the mourners : who is she 
that stoops her long hood so low between her taper 
and her branch of rosemary ? 

Drat/ton, His daughter. Mistress Hall; beside 
whom walks her husband. Next, with flushed, 
tear-bedewed &ce (yet with a comer of an eye 
to beholders, methinks) his other and younger 
daughter, the buxom Judith, married, 'tis two 
months since, to that comfortable vintner. Master 
Quiney, who trieth vainly to cover his natural 
contentment with a decorous mask of woe. 

BaUigh. And who handleth his taper and his 
branch as 'twere a bottle and a glass. Sir Thomas 
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and Master Thyiine I already know, but who are 
the next? 

DrayUm. He with the shrewd pale face and 
bushy eyebrows is Julius Shaw, with whom walks 
jovial William Beynolds — both friends and neigh- 
bours of Shakespeare; and after them come two 
other of his friendfl-Antony Naah, whose fece of 
gloom is the endowment of nature, and lendeth 
poignancy to his many jests-and Thomas Combe, 
son of John-a-Combe. The pair that follow are 
Hamnet and Judith Sadler, the god-parents of 
Shakespeare's twin-children. And marked you the 
austere aspect of the minister? he is one of the 
Puritan sort,^ much thought of by the Halls, out of 
&YOur to whom he comes, doubtless, to do this 
office. The rest be town dignities, as aldeimen 
and burgesses, and other townsfolk. 

\The Procession passes into the Church, Drayton and 
Baleioh joining it, and the service begins. After 
prayers at the grave, the Minister preaches a short 
Sermon, which ends in this vnse : — ^ 

"So, friends, having essayed to draw from the 
presence of death in our midst some matter for 
edification, I will speak a word of this particular 
brother who hath departed, dwelling, as is at these 

1 Probably the same Preacher who is mentioned in old records 
of the Stratford Corporation as having been a guest at New Placa 
a year or two before. 
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seasons the custom, chiefly on what may do him 
grace, and serve to sweeten his memory in the 
nostrils of those whom he hath left still in the 
bonds of the flesh. And, first, of the foimtain of 
his charities — ^it hath been known in Stratford for 
a perennial spring, abundant in refreshment to the 
poor, and in counsel and all good offices to ihosQ 
who needed countenance of another kind; and if 
(as must be said were a man to speak truly) he 
ever regarded necessity more than deserving, and 
inquired not over closely into the way of life of 
those he relieved — ^nay, would ofttimes succour and 
comfort the godless no less than the godly, and 
bestow his boimty where it was like to be ill-spent 
— ^yet is that to be accounted better than the with- 
holding altogether of alms, as some use. Next, 
of his excellent charity of another sort, I mean 
the brotherly relation he held with all conditions 
of men ; it hath been noted among you that he, 
who was used elsewhere to consort with the great, 
and hath been favoured even of princes, would yet 
converse with the lowly on a general level of good- 
will, as if the only apparel he took thought of were 
the skin we are all bom with ; for which, indeed, 
he had great ensample. And, again, he hath ever 
gone among his fellows with a cheerful spirit, so 
that his presence hath been as wine among friends, 
and as oil among makebates. And though I dare 
not say that he inclined of preference to the con- 
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Teraatioii of the godlj, nor coald be ooimted of tii^ 
fdlowehip of samts, nor eren a farcMiier of them, 
yet have I ever found him apt at serioos eon^erse, 
coarteooB in bearing, weighty in reply, and of 
nnshakeaUe serenity when I have adyentnred to 
press the truth on him somewhat instantly; inso- 
nmch, tiiat I, whose vocation 'tis to battle for the 
tmth, have myself, ere now, been sore put to it to 
hold mine own, and foimd me in straits to oppose 
him, so nimble was his wit; though I doubt not 
that (the clear right being with me) I should, witii 
time for recoUection, have had vouchsafed to me 
the wherewithal to give him sufficient answer. 
And it hath, at these times, seemed to me that 
he was a goodly vessel ^ill of merchandise, yet 
driven by the wind apart from the port where alone 
her cargo could be bcurtered for that which is bread; 
and I have travailed over him with a sore travail ; 
for I have hardly doubted that, with such gifts, he 
might, had it been so ordered, have justly aspired 
to be chief magistrate of your town, or even to 
serve you in Parliament; or again, with diligent 
study and prayer, to become a preacher of weight, 
and have struck in the pulpit a good stn^e for 
God's honour and the devil's discomfitore. But, 
alas! it is known to all of you, and I dare not 
dissemble it, that his calling hath been one liiat 
deKghteth the carnal -minded, and profiteth the 
idle, and maketh the godly sad of heart; while, 
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as for Ills talent, it hath been pat out to use where 
the only return is the praise which fleeteth as 
the bubble on the stream, and the repnte which 
perisheth as the leaves of autumn ; for the making 
of rhymes and verses which flatter the ear, and the 
art of representing the vain shows of things, how- 
ever skilfully practised (and I profess not to have 
that acquaintance with the writings called plays, 
nor poems other than godly hymns, to judge his 
handiwork), cannot be held profitable for him that 
writes nor him that hears them. And therefore, 
whatsoe'er of wit and sense they may contain must 
be accounted as water poured out on the sand, 
which, better bestowed, might have solaced H^e 
thirsty, and nourished the herbs and the fruits, 
whereof many would have eaten and been strength- 
ened. But though I may not altogether hold my 
peace on these matters, yet am I loth to dweU on 
them at this time; rather would I point to the 
hope that our departed brother had, in the soberer 
life he of late led amcmg you, put afiide such toys 
86 unworthy, and given us warrant to forget in him 
tiiieir author, and, moreover, to believe that, had he 
been spared imto us, he would have removed him- 
self further, year by year, from such vanities and 
lightnesses of his youth, imtil, haply, by the en- 
sample of a godly household, and the ministrations 
of faithful expounders of Gkxl's Word, he should 
faftTe attained even to the perfect day." 
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[The sermon ended, the Coffin is borne to the grave, 
the Minister and Mourners stand around, the ser* 
vice is concluded, and all depart Jrom the Church,^ 

Scene V. — TTie Street near New Place. 

Baleigh {hastening to refoin Drayton). Yotir pardon, 
sir, for Beeming to forsake you ; I did but stay to 
throw my branch of cypress into the grave, and have 
kept only this hsuidful, which I will preserve as a 
memorial, and make of it an heirloon. But, Master 
Drayton, I had some ado to refrain from answer- 
ing that preacher even in the church; for I have 
somewhat of my father's blimtness, and cannot 
abide that folly or conceit, in the guise whether 
of honesty, or religion, or philosophy, should go 
unchallenged; and here was a man who, having 
the vision of a mole, mistook Parnassus for a mole- 
hill, and went about to measure it with his ell-wand, 
and even thought to do men service by persuading 
them that the golden lights and purple shadows 
of the moimtain, its foimtains and deUs, the forests 
that clothe it, the clouds tiiat crown it, and the 
Muses that make it their haimt, are all vain illu- 
sions together. 

Drayton. You shall find. Master Walter, as you 
grow older, that all greatness which is not gross 
and palpable doth require some keenness of vision 
to discern it; therefore doth &me ofttimes grow 
slowly, and from small beginnings, as when a man 
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notes, of a sudden, in the else familiar aspect of the 
heavens, an eclipse or a comet, and others gather 
to him, tiU the crowd swells, and the romonr goes 
abroad of a portent. And thus will it be with the 
&me of Shakespeare, who had so much in common 
with common men that they accounted him one 
of themselves, as Mercury passed among herdsmen 
for a herdsman, and Apollo among shepherds for 
a shepherd. 

Rdkigh. Lo you, where the mourners of his 
household approach the house. Let us wait here 
while they enter, and I pray you beguile the 
minute by telling me of them. Of what fashion 
is Mistress Hall? 

Drayton. Susannah is, from a child, of an earnest 
nature and a serious wit. Learning little from 
books, she hath learned much from converse and 
observation, and so in her hath her &ther foimd 
a companion ; somewhat retiring at first, but upon 
occasion speaking warmly wiUi spirit; devout 
withal, capable of strict argument for conscience' 
sake, yet of a becoming humility ; so that I have 
oft thought her fether drew the Isabella of " Mea- 
sure for Measure" from her, she being about 
twenty years old when 'twas writ ; even her who 
says 

" Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good 
Bat graciously to know I am no better." 

BaleigJu Is her helpmate worthy of her? 
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DrcyUnu A worthj man ib Doctor Hall — who 
consorts with Susannah in piety as in love: one 
who, next his God and his wife, loveth his most 
honourable calling, and hath grown to a physician 
of repute here in Warwickshire, much sought after 
by great ones of the shire. 

JRaleigh. Taketh the &ir Judith in aught after 
her &ther? 

Drayton. Hardly, sir; though her twin-brother, 
Hamnet, who died young, was a child of rare 
promise. The girl is sprightly, but of small depth 
or substance, £a.YOuring the mother. She might 
have sat for Anne Page, being about sixteen when 
her father drew Anne; and she is well-matched 
with Master Quiney, whose wit overtops not hers, 
who is gay and jovial as becometh a vintner, taking 
pleasure in what pleases her. Marry, he hath the 
merit of being the son of her &ther's old friend 
Bichard Quiney. 

RaUigli. Sir, a nobleman might have fitdngly 
found in her a mate, she being Shakespeare's child. 
But what of the wife who helped him to these 
daughters ? 

Drayton. 'Twas Shakespeare's mishap, air (and 
I say it for your warning), to wed at an age when 
the fancy and heat of youth o'ercrow the judgment. 
He had seen few women, and none of the finest. 
Anne Hathaway, Shakespeare's elder by eight 
years, was buxc»Q afi Judith is now; his £uicy 
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dreBsed her in qnalities not hers ; the secrecy of 
their meetings lent a flavour of adventure; and 
so he became bound to one who matched with him 
as finch with falcon, in youth a country lass, in ago 
a mere' housewife, something fretful, but, in the 
sum, contented ; and Shakespeare, who was of a 
temper to fit himself to what is, dwelt with her 
here in much kindness. But see — Doctor Hall 
dolh await us on the steps of the entrance. 

Doctor HalL Master Drayton, I pray you that 
yon pass not by the house of your departed Mend 
without entering ; I beseech you, sir, you and yomr 
friend ; — ^'twill be a kindness to come in. You shaQ 
not be excused, sirs. 

Scene VI. — A Boom in Shdkespeare^s House. 

Doctor Hall., Drayton, and Baleigh. 

Doctor HalL Here, sirs, is my fskther-in-laVs 
parlour, where he hath mostly abided in this last 
illness. Be pleased to sit while I fetch my wife, 
who wiU part with a few moments of her sorrow in 
seeing so old a friend. [He goes out 

RaUiglu By Saint Greorge, sir, the poet was 
bravely lodged I How rich the staining of this 
window, where, through the lower panes, we look 
on the garden ! and above, there stands emblazoned 
the falcon with his golden spear, steel'-pointed, that 
Siir Thomas told us o£ This wainscot^ too^ is 
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qnaintlj carved, and the cliiinney-front of a rich 
design. But, soft you now — ^whose graven portrait 
is this that hangs in the midst of it? By my troth, 
'tis my fiekther's ! 

Drayton. Ay, Master Baleigh; think not but 
that the poet, with his wide embrace for his fellow- 
men, took such merit as Sir Walter's near his souL 
The daring that went forth on the unknown deep, 
the search for El Dorado, the finding of strange 
lands and stranger peoples, all these fired his 
&ncy. 'Tis to our great mariners we owe the 
sweet magic of Prosperous isle, the innocence of 
Miranda, the savageness of Caliban, the witcheries 
of ArieL 

Baleigh. And above my fether's hangs Bacon's ; 
these Shakespeare looked on as he sat by the fire, 
and thus was homage done both to adventure and 
to thought. And on this side, engraven like the 
others, fix>m a painting I have seen, hangs the 
Earl of Southampton's. 

Drayton. Whereby is homage done to friendship ; 
greatly and constantly did the Earl love Shake- 
speare. And here, when he sat by this window 
that looks on the garden, he saw on the wall 
opposite, the presentments of his more level as- 
sociates — Ben Jonson, Marlow, Beaumont and 
Fletcher (twinned in one carven oak frame), Spen- 
ser, Sidney, and, lo you, mine unworthy sell 

Baleigh. But what strange company for such 
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progeny of the Muse are these others on the oppos- 
ing wall! Calvin and Knox, Bidley and Jewel, 
and here, portrayed in chalk by a cunning hand, 
the divine who preached to ns even now. What 
do these godly men here? Did Shakespeare love 
them? 

Drayton. Shakespeare, Master Walter, looked on 
Puritan and Frelatist as the wearers of certain 
garbs hiding men underneath; 'twas concerning 
the men he chiefly cared to inquire. *Tis the 
Doctor and Mistress Hall who have solaced them- 
selves by hanging these here ; the Doctor hath 
long been a chief of that party in Stratford which, 
though it forsakes not quite the Church, yet holds 
by that comer of it which is nearest Geneva ; and 
his wife, from her natural bent, leans to the 
austerer (perchance I should say, the more earnest) 
side of religion. But Shakespeare, in such matters, 
would, as Polonius advises, give his ear to all, his 
voice to few, and tolerated the effigies of these grave 
divines without any special love for themselves. 

Enter Doctor Hall, his y^iFEj their young daughter 
Elizabeth, aged eight, and Shakespeare's Wmow. 

Mistress HaU. Master Drayton, your pardon yet 
awhile if I cannot greet you — the seeing of yoti 
fitirs up thoughts that rob me of all words. 

[She turns aside. 

Mistress Shakespeare. Master Drayton! — Son 
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Hall, lead me to my great chaiiv Oh, what a Iobs 
is mine! 

Drayton. Your loss is the worid'a loss, too, good 
madam. 

Mistress Shakespeare. Oh, sir, who will uphold me 
now, a poor, weak woman? Mr Shakespeare in 
his merry mood would say, "Come, thou'lt make 
a brave widow, Anne — ^who shall be thy next?" 
But liord, sir, Fll ne'er many again. 

RaMgJu Kings, madam, might be proud of such 
a predecessor. 

Mistress Shakespeare. Kings, sir! What should 
kings have to do with me ! You are pleased to jest, 
yoimg sir ; though kings and queens, too, have 
looked with favour on Mr Shakespeare* But the fu- 
neral, Susannah — ^was all becoming? Did the sermon 
make good mention of my husband ? And the dole — 
was all the dole given away? But oh, my poor brain ! 
Master Drayton and his fidend must eat somewhat. 
There is a stuffed chine. Oh, how he that's gone 
loved a stuffed chine ! Here be the keys, Elizabeth; 
see the chine set forth in the dining chamber. 

Drayton. Nay, nay, good madam, think not of us. 

Mistress Shakespeare. But ye must eat somewhat, 
sirs, indeed, now. Daughter, dost know that my 
new black hood is sewn awry, and I can go not 
forth till it be straight? And for drink, sirs, will 
ye a posset, or sack with sugar ? The wine is from 
my son Qniney's cellars; and of his choicest. 
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Drayton, "Saj, Mistress Shakespeare, we will 
rather talk than eat or drink. 

Mistress Shakespeare, Master Michael ! seeing 
thee minds me of my youth, and of Shotterj where 
my husband courted me — ^the bridge of the stream 
where he would await me ; but I can talk no more — 
I can but weep. Lead me forth, son HalL Qo not 
till you have eaten, Master Drayton ; do but taste 
the chine. O sweet husband ! 

\The Doctor leads her forth. 

Mistress HalL Master Drayton, your pardon once 
again. I feel some shame at being thus oW- 
mastered — 'tis not meet to let our spirits be held 
in dominion by a private sorrow — but when I 
think on him, my heart turns to water. But, 
Master Drayton, I have marvelled you came not 
to my &ther in his sickness. 

Drayton, I knew not of it — ^think you I could 
have stayed from him ? I was far beyond rumour 
of his condition, and had come now, heavens ! 
hoping to behold him and listen to him, as of yore. 

Mistress Hall. Much and oft hath he talked of 
you ; for it was growing to be his chief pleasure 
to sit with old friends, or, they absent, to talk of 
them. His sickness, though it subdued not his 
spirit, sobered it; his mirth fell to the level of 
cheerfdlness ; he was oftener silent and rapt ; and 
oh, sir, though I dare not aver it, I will yet hope 
that his thoughts were above. 

S.S. — I. s 
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Drayton. Trost me, Mistress Hall, 'twould be a 
nairower heaven than we should all hope for, where 
room and gracious welcome were not proclaimed 
for him. Think you his place can be elsewhere than 
with the greatest and best that have gone before ? 

Mistress HaXL Oh, sir, 'tis that troubles me. 
Hath he not trusted overmuch to that bright 
intellect? Hath he not been as one that looketh 
forth from his watch-tower, and beholdeth a fertile 
land, and a great dominion, and heedeth not that 
the foundations of the building are of sand? Hath 

he not ^but I will not speak of the thorn that^ 

since he is gone, prioketh me sorer than before. 
He charged me. Master Michael, that you should 
see what writings he hath left behind. Would, oh 
would they had dealt with such things as only are 
of great price 1 

DratftoTL Wrote he miich in these latter days? 

Mistress HalL Yea, often, and would call his pen 
the sluice without which his thoughts would o'er- 
flow his brain, and perchance drown his wits. But 
now, sir, I will take you to his own chamber, where 
I will show you the coffer wherein he kept his 
writings. 

\pEjLYTosJbUows her out — ^Baleigh takes 
up a hooL 

Doctor HaU {returning). Your pardon, sir, for 
leaving you without company. 

Baleigh. Nay, I had the best of company — even 
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fitnoies about the great one that so lately dwelt 
here* Was this book his ? 

Doctor. Hall. Yea, and one of the last he read in- 

Raleigh. Bight glad am I to hear it — and right 
prond will my father be to know that the book ha 
wrote in his captivity was of the last studied by 
the man he hath ever esteemed the most illustrious 
of this age. 

Doctor Hall Thy &therl the History of thd 
World! you are then the son of Sir Walter 
Baleigh? 

Baleigh. Aj, sir, I am but too forward to own. 
that kinship. 

Doctor HaU. Sir Walter's health must needa 
have suffered much wrong from his long impris- 
onment I have heard that he hath been mightily 
shaken of an ague. 

Baleigh. Ay, sir, one contracted years agone in 
the service of our king's &mous predecessor. 

Doctor HdU. Well is it said, put not your trust 
in princes. I may tell you, sir, that I do strongly 
desire to see that time when none shall be so great 
as to o'ertop the law, and do think it better that the 
claws of kings should be pared, than that in their 
breath should lie the liberties of men. But I pray 
you, sir, hath Sir Walter made trial of the decoction 
of dittany, or of fumitorie, to correct the malice of 
this ague? I have made essay of the root salyrion^ 
in like cases, and found his effects to be good. 
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BiMffh. I elonfet ncyft, sir, that aQ approrejl 
remedies have been used hj bis physicians. — Did 
Master Shakespeare suffer much pain ? 

Doctor HaH His maladj was wasting^ roCher than 
painful, save that toward the last he was oft seized 
with a pantmg Bsxd passion of Ihe heart which left 
him very nigh to death, for the which I found the 
syrup of gilliflower, and flour of marigold, in wine, 
of much avail ; the juice of roses also doth greatly 
comfort the heart But of your &ther, I have 
ever heard Sir Walter reputed for a gentleman of 
qualities the most diverse, as skill in war by sea 
and land, courtiership, and statesmanship, the poet's 
and the chronicler's art, and in aU a master — some 
of which concern not greatly an obscure physician ; 
but I have also heard that he hath a pretty know- 
ledge of pharmacy. 

RaJeigh. He hath some sTriTt in simples. But I 
pray you, telL me somewhat of Master Shakespeare, 
the hope of seeing whom fetched me hither, and, 
next to that lost contentment, will be the hearing 
of him from those he loved. Was not a play called 
the * Tempest ' (which I have not yet seen imprint- 
ed) one of the latest of his works for the theatre? 

Doctor HalL I believe it was. It hath been told 
me that the famous cordial which bears Sir Walter^s 
name^ was administered both to the Queen and 

1 A specific, or panacea, well known in that age as Sir WoUei't 
Cordial, the ingredients of whicli are given in the text. 
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Ftinoe Heniy. I have the recipe writ dowu, bat I 
doabt me iivhethfir I have the ingredients in just 
qnantities. Oan jovl adyise me of this ? 

Raleigh. I think my memory may serve me so &r. 
But, sir, 'tis Master Drayton's opinion, as he said 
but'no;, ^i snch expeTtions by sea « -y &«.er 
hath adventured may have caused oonceptiony in the 
poet's fancy, of the story of that play* 

Doctor HaJL It may be so : 'tis of a shipwreck 
and an enchanted isle, as I remember me to have 
heard; good sooth, Master Baleigh, there be so 
many evils in this world crying for redress, that 
I bestow not mnch thought on enchantments, and 
love-tales, and bygone histories. [Takes out a 
memorandum-booh) First there be, in the cordial, 
of zedoary and safi&on each half a pound. 

Raleigh. True, sir. But talked Master Bhake- 
Bpeare greatly of his plays while he was busied in 
Sting the.^ 

Doctor Hall Perchance, to others who were 
poets; but, indeed, my business in life hath so 
little relation with what he writ that I did not 
greatly seek his confidence at such times. Now, 
regarding this recipe — ^as to the powder of crab's 
claws, I have set it down at fi>urteen ounces. 

Raleigh, It should be sixteen, sir. 

Doctor HaJL Why, there now, see, good youth, 
what a service you have done me ; for just pro- 
portion is of the essence of a prescript, and I have 
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Utherto oomponnded this rare remedy but im. 
'perfectly. Of ciimamon and nutmegs, two ounce% 
—cloves, one, — cardamoms, half an ounce, — sugar, 
Iwo ounces. 

BaUigh, AU these be right. 

Doctor HalL I thank you heartily for your cor- 
Tection in the matter of the crab's claws. I will 
note it. {Goes to write at a table.) 

Raleigh [to ElizahetK). Gome hither, pretty one, 
;and tell me thy name. 

Elizabeth {whispering). My grand&ther called me 
liis Queen Bess ; and said he would liefer be ruled 
by me than the older one. {Alcmd.) Didst thou 
not say, sir, thou wouldst like to hear of him from 
those he loved? 

Raleigh Ay, little maid. 

Elizabeth. Then thou must talk of him to me, 
for he hath oft said 'twas me he loved best, 
and {weeping), I shall ne'er be tired talking of 
liim. 

Raleigh. Didst often bear him company, Bess ? 

Elizabeth. Ay, for my &ther goeth much from 
home, and when my mother was in her store-closet, 
or visiting the sick, my grandfather and I kept 
together, we and our two friends. 

Raleigh. Who be they ? 

Elizabeth. Mopsa is one — ^this, look you, is Mopsa 
{fetching a cat from the hearth). When I would do 
her pleasure, I scratch her behind the ear, but my 
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grand&ther would always tickle her under the ohin. 
Her fiither and mother were fakiries. 

Baletgh, How cam'st thou to know that, Bessie ? 

Elizabeth. She was left bj them one night in 
the snow, where my grand&ther found her, and 
brought her hither wrapped in his doak ; and he 
told me all the tale of how she left &iryland — ^when 
there is time Til tell it thee. And our other fiiend 
is BobadiL 

Raleigh, Is Bobadil a man ? 

JSlizabeth, Nay, surely you know he is a dog; 
kind and civil to us, but with other dogs he 
quarrelleth and growleth, and then flieth from them 
in fear, loving not to fight. And I have a little 
horse which grand&ther did buy for me, and a 
riding-coat like the Queen's maids, and, so long as 
he could, we did ride together. 

Raleigh. Well, Elizabeth, I am going presently 
to the wars, and when I come again thou and I 
shall be married, shall we not ? 

Elizabeth. Ay, if my mother will let me, for thou 
art handsome and kind. 

Raleigh. Seest thou this chain round my hat, 
with the pearl dasp? well, I have kept it for my 
lady-love, when I should have one — so 'tis yours — 
look, I dasp it on your neck for a token, and when 
we are wedded you shall tell me the story of 
Mopsa. 

Elizabeth. Sure, 'tis the prettiest chain. I give 
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tkee for^ these four kisses. I will go show it mj 
grandmother.^ [/S%« goes ouL 

Baleigh. Methinks, Master Hall, that Elizabeth 
might serve at a pinch for her grandfeith^s very 
&ithfal chronicler. 

Doctor HalL Ay, sir, better than most ; she bore 
him company ever when he was inditing, and oft 
at other seasons. For me, I did greatly love and 
esteem my good father-in-law, and we lived together 
in pleasant communion ; but for the works which, 
as I have heard, those that make a play-place of 
this world find such content in, he ever knew that 
ceeuseless warring with the diseases of the bodies, 
and (what is more) of the souls, of my neighbours, 
and care for those public matters in which I dis- 
cern a way to a better condition of the world's 
affairs, have left me small leisure for fitncies to 
whidi I am, good sooth, noways afifected ; therefore 
he spake not to me of them. But there is one sweet 
piece of work, of which (not to speak pro&nely) he 
was author, that I daily study with zeverence and 
love — ^and hither it comes. 

Re-enter Mistress Hall and Drayton. 

Drayton. I am like the man in the &ble who was 
privileged to look in the cave where a wizard had 

1 EUzabeth married, at eighteen, Mr Thomas Nash, and 
•econdly. Sir John Bernard, leaving no childran by aithor. 
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ooUeoted tiie treasores of the earth, and was so 
dazed that he could neither pondi any, nor even 
take acconnt of what he saw. Only I know there 
be there, beside plays ahreadj acted though never 
imprinted, and others of which only &lse copies 
have gone abroad, a multitude of uncoined ingots 
and uncut jewels of thought, which that matchless 
mind hath thrown off as if in mere exercise and 
at breathing-time. What measureless delight will 
these bestow on the world I ^ 

Mistress HalL But I know not, sir, if the world 
shall ever see them. My &ther gave me no com- 
mand in that matter, and it may be that I shall 
serve his memory better with pious men .hj 
keeping them private. 

Drat/ton. Trust me. Mistress Hall, the holder of 
these shall owe a heavy debt to thy father's fiEune. 

Mistress HalL Nay, sir, what is fame that it must 
needs be satisfied at all hazards ? the bandying of a 
name from one idle mouth to another ! — ^praise as 
hollow and unavailing as the night wind sighing 
o'er an epitaph ! — ^what profit or comfort is in such 
for the departed? 

Eakigh. By heaven, madam, not so 1 — rather is 

1 Halliwell says, " According to Boberts, two large chests fall 
of Shakespeare's loose papers and mannscripts " (belonging to a 
baker who had nuurried one of his desoendants) ''were destroyed 
in the great fire at Warwick.*' FalstafTs speech, ** I have given 
them away to bakers' wives, and they have made bonltera of 
thorn," seems almost pn^hetie of this. 
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&me the linking of fiar -off generations by the common 
bond of one great name : for the dead, it is a second 
life among men, in which earthiness is purged 
away, and what is imperishable tarries — and, for 
the living, their just inheritance ; so, to defeat 
Fame is to commit a double, nay, a tenfold wrong. 
Her trumpet soimds no empty strain ; 'tis the 
appeal against our baser promptings, the summons 
to action, the meed of achievement, the celebration 
on earth of the spirit's triumph over the grave: 
thus it maketh the music to which mankind do 
march, and which, silent, would leave them slaves. 

Mistress HaU. Your words, young sir, are manly, 
but I know not if they be godly. Of what avail 
that men should march, if not heavenward ? How 
poor be centuries of this fieune x)f yours to one hour 
of that other life we look for I Think not, Master 
Drayton, that I am dull to the spell of my &ther'B 
verse; as a maiden it enthralled my £ancy and 
charmed mine ear; even now could I taste the 
delights of it ; but I have come to know that in 
such enchantments lies deadly peril, and I must 
pass on with my fingers in mine ears. Feeling 
thus, I know not if, in conscience, I may give a 
voice to what he hath left, by utterance in books. 

Drayton. I will not do battle with these scruples 
in the hour of your grief^ but will trust to the future 
for overcoming them. Even if no new matter go 
forth, it were grievous to withhold the true versions 
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of his plays.^ Methinks I espy, in the depths of time, 
his image veiled, and mark the generations of men 
toiling to nnravel his meanings, and piecing out his 
maimed verses," and dipt fancies, with guess-work ; 
collecting the while, in pain and doubt, what un- 
threaded memories tradition may preserve of him. 
And I do fear me, that if some disciple be not found 
elsewhere, more devoted than any his birthplace 
affords, to tell posterity what manner of man he 
was, there may, in a brief space, and ere his feme 
liath reached its zenith, remain of this chief of 
English poets nothing but a wondrous name. 

|1)rayton and Ealeigh tc^e their leave, and 
quit New Place. 

Scene VIL — The Dolphin Chamber in the Falcon 
Tavern, Drayton and Ealeigh. Through the 
open door, those who were Bearers at the Funeral 
are seen drinking in the Taproom. 

Enter Hostess tvith a bottle of sack, glasses, small 
loaves in a basket, and a plate of anchovies. 

Drat/ton. This smaU refection will bring us hand- 
somely to supper with Sir Thomas. So, hostess, 
now fill to Master Ealeigh — ^and to each a crust. 
What do these roysterers without? 

Hostess. Sir, Master Shakespeare, who was ever 

^ The corrected plays were first published seven years after, in 
the well-known Folio of 1623L 



so TALES FBOM ^BIACKWOOD." 

foil of kind thoughts and malefioettce, left it in 'a 
testament that the bearers should be entertained at 
the '^ Falcon " with cakes and ale after the burial ; 
and in truth, sirs, they have borne themselves like 
men this hour past ; they drink rarely. 

Drayton, What a coil the varlets keep I Let us 
listen to them. 

iS?y. Well, a health, boys, to Master Shakespeare, 
wheresome'er he be. 

— (Sinffs) And we'll trowl the brown bowl 
To the health of his 

Bardolph. Nay, no singing, except any man know- 
eth a virtuous psalm-tune. 

Nym. The fitting humour is — ^melancholy, and pass 
the ale. 

Sly. Are we to be mute, then, in our drink, like 
fish? 

Bottom, Let us discourse, but no revelry. Let us 
suit our matter to the occasion, and enjoy the good 
liquor sadly. Yet, methinks^ I could sing something 
to the purpose. 

— (Sings) Outflieth breathy 

In Cometh Death 
With hie candUy beUj and book — a, 
With his prayer so hud 
And his woollen shroud, 
And his cell in the churchyard-nook — a. 
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Sly. A less comfortable song I ne'er listened tow 
I am of the party of silence rather than this. 

Bottom. I can be silent too, an it comes to that, as 
well as e'er a man of yon, 

BardolpJu More ale, hostess. What, mnst I take 
to my old trade again, and tnm tapster? 

Wart. Canst thon mind, Kngby, when the play 
was held in John-a-Combe's great bam at the end 
of Chapel-lane, many years agone? 

Rughy. Ay. 

Wart. There was somewhat played then, writ, 
'twas said, by Master Shakespeare, that wonld have 
served onr turn now ; something of ghosts and a 
bnriaL 

Rugby. Was't not the play of King Hamlet f 

Bottom. Ay, that or else the goodly tragedy of 
Mcikebate. 

Bardolph. To see Master Shakespeare sitting there 
on the bench mghest the stage, with his daughter, 
Mistress Qniney that now is, beside him, and to think 
the play he looked-on at was writ by himself — ^by 
heaven ! 'twas as a man should say — wonderfiiL 

Wart. I ne'er saw Makebate, but I saw another. 
I was lingering by the play-house door, with 
Margery my wife one night, thinMng to peep at 
the stage through a chink in the boards, when 
Master Shakespeare comes me down the lane. 
"Art for the play. Wart?" quo' he. ^'Nay, sir," 
quo' I ; "no pay no play, and my pockets are e'en 
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like Skinflint's pot'* "Never stay for that," qno* 
he ; '' thou shalt pass, and Margeiy too, as freely as 
coined silver — ^and I hope, Margery, thoult lay tho 
play to heart, for they tell me thou lead'st Wart a 
terrible life of it." Now, the play, sirs, was of a 
masterfbl woman whose goodman got the better of 
her. Many, 'twas named — let me see — by the 
mass, 'twas 

Rugby. Was't not named the Turning of the Screw^ 
or some such? 

Several Ay, 'twas so indeed. 

Bottom, Nay, if yon are for remembering names, 
my masters, I am he that can serve yoor tnm. 
'Twas named the QueUing of the Scold — 'twas, as 
Wart troly said, the histoiy of a crowing hen that 
had her comb cut, as all such should. 

Sly. When wilt cut Gbodwife Bottom's, Nick? 
Folk say she playeth Chanticleer to thy Partlet. 

Bottom. Folk say much, neighbour, that it be- 
seemeth not a man of sense to hearken to. But 
touching these plays — I am all for the love pas- 
sages; it giveth one, as 'twere, a yearning; it 
maketh one feel young again — ^the billing, now — 
and the sighing. I have played the lover, neigh- 
bours, both on the stage and off it, when my sweet- 
heart hath borne her most tenderly. 

WarL I also was loved in my youth. 

Sly. Thou loved I was there ne'er a scarecrow in 
the parish, then, to set heart on? 
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Hostess {entering with fresh ale). Nay, fab not the 
goodman 80, Christopher— thou art ever girding. I 
warrant me, neighbour Wart hath had his cooings 
and his wooings like the rest, and conld tickle a 
maiden's ear as well as another. What I have we 
not all been young ! 

Ni/nu Well, for me, I care not for the loye-humours 
— ^there is a mawkishness and a queasiness in over- 
much ogling and lipping. I am for your deadlier 
humours ; give me a murder, now, — or the witches. 

Wart I love the witches, too. 

Bardolph. Since ye talk of witches, saw ye Gkx)dy 
Broom at the burial to-day, hanging on the skirts of 
the crowd, and lurking behind a gravestone, wiping, 
the while, her old red iByes with the coiner of her 
ragged cloak? I am well persuaded that Master 
Shakespeare had no truer mourner than that same 
ancient leman of Lucifer. 

Hostess. And weU she may, poor soul I Between 
water and fire there was like to have been soon an 
end of her, but for Master Shakespeare. 

Wart. Well, I was one of those that ducked her 
r the pond ; and I ran a needle, too, into a mole 
she had, and she winced not — a sure sign of a 
witch ; but when Master Shakespeare stept forth 
and bespoke us, I felt I know not how at his words, 
and made home an 'twere a dog that hath been 
caught in the larder. 

Snug. And when they haled her before the jus* 
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tiees, Sir Thomas was for banmig her, had not 
Master Shakespeare o'erpersnaded him. 

Siff, Well, he saved her then, bat Aq may chaooe 
have her whiskers ringed yet I am not one that 
favonrs witches, any more than our good King, and 
I shall keep eye on her. 

Hostess {emtering the Dolphin ehaxnber). Sirs, here 
be Sir Thomas's men, and the horses, awaiting yon 
in the yard. 

Drayton. Thanks, hostess — omr score. Now, 
Walter, set on. 

Bdkigh (passing into the taproom). Good Mends 

Bottom, Hear him ! hear him I 

Baleigh. QooA Mends, all simple as ye sit here, 
ye have this day done an office that the foremost 
nobles of England might envy yon, and that might 
make their children's children prond to say-— onr 
fore&ther was one of those who bore Shakespeare 
to the grave. 

Bottom, Sir, we did it passing well, and becom- 
ingly, but we boast not of it. 

Bardolph, 'Sblood, sir, to be a bearer is no snch 
great matter — ^and for nobles, why, we have been 
paid with one each, and are content. 

Baleigh. Ay, ye have had greatness so near ye, 
that ye saw it not — ye are as daws that boild in a 
cathedral and take it for an old walL But I blame 
ye not — ^yonr betters have seen no clearer. And, 
now, to show my goodwill for ye, as those whom 
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Shakespeare hath sometime honoured with a word 
or look, I will entreat Master Drayton to lodge for 
me a sum with his Mend Master Quiney, which 
shall suffice to let ye aU meet and carouse here 
once a-month, for a year to come — and each year 
that I live^ will I do likewise — ^and ye shall call it 
Shakespeare's Holiday. 

Bardolph, By heaven ! a most noble gentleman, 
and of a choice conception. 

Nynu This humour likes me passing welL 

Sly, I would there were more of your kidney in 
Stratford. 

Bott(m. I win invent a new speech every year in 
your lordship's honour, and every year it shall be 
more excellent than the last. My masters, let us, 
all that can stand, attend these gentles to the door. 

AIL Farewell, gallant sirs 

Raleigh and Drayton. Qood Mends, fareWelL 

^ At tbe close of the following year he was slain, sword in handy 
gallantly fighting the Spaniards, on the banks of the Orinoco. 
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A NIGHT WITH THE VOLUNTEERS OF 

STRATHKINAHAN. 

BY LIEUT.-COL. LAITKENGE W. M. LOCKHAKT. 



I HAVE the highest respect for the Yolnnteer 
movement, and the highest admiration for 
Volnnteers. I think the country owes them an 
immense debt of gratitude. Perhaps a professional 
soldier can estimate better than a civilian what the 
magnitude of the debt reaUy is. He knows how 
irksome a business it is to reduce one's self to the 
condition of an automaton, to abandon one's per- 
sonal identity, to become Number One, Two, or 
Three in a squad, and to concentrate for hoiu» 
one's whole intellectual faculties upon the task of 
instantly adjustmg the anguished &ame to certain 
angles, in obedience to the unmelodious shriek of 
the drill-sergeant. 

I can recall no instances of nervous tension so 
protracted and intense as those under which I sat 
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fered as a recrait officer of her Majesty:'s Line ; and 
remembering that ordeal of terror and Buffering, I 
regard the volunteer-^ the self-immolator — with 
feelings of profound admiration, sympathy, and 
astonishment. I look upon his existence as a 
death-blow to the cynical idea that patriotism has 
ceased to be ; and if you tell me that the age of 
chiyalry is gone, I point triumphantly to the per- 
spiring legions who offer themselves as willing 
victims in the dog-days — ^from mom to noonday 
bright, from noon to dewy eve, dreeing their self- 
imposed weird in the grand field-days of Wimble- 
don Common or the Brighton Downs. The profes- 
sional soldier, of course, has tangible advantages to 
gain by submitting himself, soul and body, to the 
thraldom of military discipline. But the Volun- 
teers ? for what purpose eat they thus the bread of 
toil? Cut bono this deliberate expense of tissue? 

The only solution I can find is, that these men 
are patriots. 

Of course we are all accustomed to admit this in 
a general honorary sort of way — indeed it has be- 
come one of those standing, after-dinner axioms, 
like the bravery of the army, or the merits of the 
Eoyal Family, which no true Briton would dream of 
attempting to controvert. 

But I regard their patriotism as genuine and re- 
markable, and therefore worthy of something more 
than a mere assenting and commonplace admiration ; 
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and I record my own admiration here specially, and 
I make these few remarks on this occasion, lest in 
the following pages I should be suspected of a wish 
to throw ridicule on an institution so honourable to 
its members, and so beneficial to the country, which 
is justly proud of it. It is not to be supposed that 
such an institution can flourish with equal vigour 
in every district where it has taken root; and as 
in certain localities the superior energy and intelli- 
gence of the inhabitants will be displayed in this, 
as in everything else which they take in hand ta 
do, so in others where there is no energy and no in- 
telligence, the Volunteer mov^oient will be stamped 
with the same backwardness and inefficiency which 
characterise all the other undertakings of the place* 

And if a district happens to be steeped in whisky, 
as Strathkinahan was (I 'say wasj for let us hope 
the Strath has long ago abjured the deleterious 
''creature"), why, naturally, its Volunteers, in the 
infancy of the movement, would be apt to regard 
the mov^nent as they regarded eveiything ^se — 
fix)m a purely alcoholic point of view. 

So much by way a( apology or disclaimer. And 
now to my story. 

One autumn day, a good many years ago^ I was 
taking mine ease in mine inn in Edinburgh, when 
it was announced to me that a visitor, by the name 
cS Captain Gumming, was waiting below. I occu- 
pied the interval between the announcement and 
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his appearance in the room in mentallj calling the 
roll of my acquaintances, but I &iled te discorer 
any one answering to this description ; nor could I 
tax myself with knowing any member of the clan* 
From the Eed Comyn who was made " siocar " end 
of in the olden time, to the Black Gnmming who 
threatens ns with the immediate end of Time itself, 
all the clan dimming ''were to me like shadows." 
The difficulty was (not immediately) solved by the 
entrance of Tom Finlayson, not a few years ago my 
friend B.ni b, ci-devant subaltern in the — th Hussars. 

"Holloa, Peter 1" I exclaimed, using his regi^ 
mental misnomer — which, written in full, was 
"Blue Peter" — "I'm delighted to see you; and 
how are you? and what are you? and where are 
you? and what wlQ you drink? Take a weed, and 
faring yourself to an anchor ; and, by the quality of 
mercy, let my hand alone, and spare at least my 
trigger finger ; " for Peter was strong in his friendly 
feelings, and expressed them strongly upon such 
occasions by collecting one's fingers into a sort of 
fascine, and then squeezing them with the fall 
power of his vice-like grasp. "But where is your 
friend?" I went on. 

" What friend ? " replied Peter. 

"Why, Captain Gumming, of course; I suppose 
he came with you." 

"Captain Gumming I" said Peter; "why, hang 
it I — I'm — ^you don't mean to say you don't — eh? " 
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Peter had never been a hicid expositor of liis 
ideas, bat there was a haziness about tiiis which 
led my gaze to his nose, the tints on which had 
given rise to his sobiiqaet, and had nndonbtedly 
derived their own origin from habits not nncon- 
nected with a rather harried dose of his military 
career. 

Peter, still sensitive aboat his tints, read my 
eye like a book^ and laid his fingers nervously on 
the many-coloared feature. '' Hang it ! '^ he cried, 
'' don't stare so, and listen to the end of a felloVs 
sentence. I was going to say that you don't posi- 
tively assert that you don't know who Captain 
Cumming is?" 

^' Yes, I do assert that I know nothing about him.** 

*' Well, he is in this room." 

"Oh! is he?" said I, banteringly, now con- 
vinced of Peter's melancholy state, but determined 
to humour him for the sake of the furniture. '^ Of 
course — not so bad — ^ha ! ha I — ^pray introduce me." 

"Now then, look here," burst out Peter, 'Tm 
Captain Cumming!" 

"Oh I I understand now. All right, Peter ; the 
rose by any other name, &c, and of course Tm 
safe; but you're not half disguised. Let me re- 
commend a beard, a dark wig, and a lick of flesh- 
coloured paint on the — ^ypu know ; and what have 
you broken for? and where are you off to? in 
short, let me hear all about it;" and I drew two 
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chairs to the fire, and prepared to receiye in com- 
fort a recital of my firiend's pecmiiary embarrass- 
ments, and his scheme of flight from the Philistine. 
. "Tut, tutl there's no deception, no mystery; 
can't you understand? I've changed my name 
for good and all — ^got a property by my wife, and 
taken her name." 

I congratulated him heartily on his good fortune, 
and added, "I suppose the 'Captain' is a little 
honorary prefix of your own invention, built on the 
ruins of that cometcy which ^" 

"No, it isn't." 

" What I did you acquire that by your wife too ? " 

"No; I'll tell you. You see, though in right 
of my wife Tm a landed proprietor, the property in 
question does not yield a very large revenue, and, 
moreover, what there is of it is a good deal bur- 
dened ; and so when we went down to take up our 
abode there, we found it rather difficult to make the 
ends meet, and therefore, to supplement our income, 
and give me some occupation at the same time, I 
accepted the appointment of Adjutant of the 2d 
Administrative Battalion of Keltshire Volunteers. 
My property lies in that county, so it suits very 
well; and that's how I stand before you, trans- 
formed from ex-Comet Tom Finlayson into Captain 
Gumming." 

" And how do you like the work?" I inquired. 

" Oh, very well ; the colonel does very little, so 
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I liSTe the corps pretty much in my own hands, and 
can work out my own systenL*' 

This was said with some dignity, and I had mnch 
diflb^nlty in repressing a grim smile as I thonght of 
Tom's military antecedents and tiie system likely to 
spring from them. 

"Nothing like system," he went on. "I carry 
oat old Chalk's — tii Hnssar system as mnch as 
possible. I hated Chalk and he hated me ; but I 
iscognise his military talent, and I have made use 
of him I can tell yon ; and, though I say it that 
shouldn't, you'll find few corps that can walk round 
the 2d Ad. Batt of the Eeltshire Volunteers. I 
took. 'em over, sir, like a lump of clay, and my 
wfaat-d'ye-call-it hand has moulded them into a — 
a-r-moolded them, sir I The worst of the bnsiness 
is that the fellows won't stick to it. Yon drill them 
up to the highest pitch of perfection and then they 
leave you. You never saw such a fickle, captious set 
ot devils as I have to deal with. They're always 
taking offence — sometimes with their officers, some- 
times with me, and very often with my system — 
and then they resign ; so that though tibie corps is a 
crack corps, it is a very small one. Three companies 
have already been broken up, and if another goes, 
the 2d Ad. Batt. of the Eeltshire Volunteers will 
coUapse — the adjutancy will collapse — ^and Captain 
Gumming will also coUapse financially. Now an- 
other company is in a very shaky state, which 
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makes me horribly anxions and rmeaBy. It (the 
shaky company, the Strathkinahan company) has 
lately been transferred fixmi the Kippershire county 
corps to ours. Strathkinahan is in our comity, but 
in a part of it which dovetails itself far into Kipper- 
shire, so that the men are in feeling rather Kipper- 
shire than Keltshire men, more especially that they 
are all on the property of Lord Worryoow, the great 
Strathkinahan proprietor. Well, these fellows don't 
like the transfer, and won't cooperate at alL They 
lost their captain some time before they joined us, 
and being ordered to select his successor from our 
county, they keep shilly-shallying and doing noth- 
ing, much provoked thereto (I understand) by their 
lieutenant and ensign — ^the one a fellow who distils 
whisky on a large scale, and the other a sheep far- 
mer who largely consmnes it — ^both, I belieye, so 
thoroughly inefficient, that either the corps will not 
select them for promotion or they themselves de- 
cline to be promoted. Ill be hanged if I know 
what they want I but the result of it will certainly 
be, that if they don't get a good captain to keep 
them together they will fade away like the other 
three companies, and then good-bye to my appoint- 
ment. 

" Well, Fve done what I could by writing threats 
and remonstrances — all to no purpose ; so now I am 
going down to beat up their quarters in person* I 
have a man in my eye who would make a first-rate 
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captain for them ; and if I can only get them to 
elect him, the company will be saved, and so will 
be my adjutancy; so I am determined that they 
shall elect him, by fair means or fonL Couldn't 
yon make a ran down with me, and then come on 
for a few days to my place and try your hand at 
grouse-driving? It's a glorious district — splendid 
scenery, and all that — ^and I'm sure the natives will 
amuse you ; and then your diplomatic talents might 
be of immense assistance in helping an old Mend 
out of a difficulty." 

I had some ten days at my disposal at the time, 
so I readily agreed to Tom's request, and the next 
day saw us en route for Strathkinahan. 

It will not do, for obvious reasons, to describe 
too accurately the geographical position of Strath- 
kinahan. Suffice it to say that it lies far away out 
of the beaten tracks of men, and that he who would 
behold it must imdergo a varied yet tedious jour- 
ney, with perils by land and perils by water, and 
the equally important Highland element of whisky. 
Our journey was performed by abnost every pos- 
eible form of conveyance — railway, steamboat, stage- 
coach, row-boat, dog-cart, and post-chaise; we em- 
ployed them all, and I had thus ^ an opportunity of 
studying, not without interest, the habits of the 
Gelt in a state of locomotion, and of observing how, 
under his quaint handling, the most modem inven> 
tions put on an irresistible air of travesty. On a 
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Highland railway I saw a solution of the long-vexed 
question, "How should the guard communicate 
with the engine-driver ? " It was very simple, and 
consisted in the former functionary pelting the latter 
with large stones imtil he was fortunate enough to 
hit him in some telling place, and work upon his 
mind through the sufferings of his body. I saw 
the deficiencies of pressure on the valves of a 
steamboat - engine supplied by the nether-men of 
the steerage passengers, who kindly volunteered 
to perform in turns this interesting duty. And it 
was not without a tremor that I observed our 
driver quietly take off his left boot and improvise 
therefrom a supplement to the drag by wedging 
it in between the wheel and the worn-out buffer, 
prior to plunging, at sixteen miles an hour, down 
a long and dreadfrdly steep mountain road into the 
darksome abysses of the " Devil^s Glen." 

Everything, however— even a Highland journey 
— ^must have an end, and at last, amid pelting rain 
and howling wind, our jaded horses were pulled 
up in the dark opposite the " Bodach-beg Inn and 
Hotel" 

"Here we are," said Tom; "we are to sleep 
here, and have our meeting with the corps in the 
bam behind thp house. I wonder if the officers 
have come ; I asked them to dine with us* How 
infernally dark and quiet it all is ! Kick the doori 
driver, and rouse them up." 
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A long onslatight bj the driv^'B hoo& oa the 
door produced no effect. 

'' Break a window," shouted Tom ; and the driver, 
finding no other missile handy, again had recourse 
to his left boot, which he hurled through a lower 
pane. This destruction of property at onoe had 
the desired effect. 

Lights shone in the windows, dogs barked, and 
at last the door was half opened and a head showed 
itself warily in the aperture. It was the head of 
an angiy man, and from it proceeded winged words 
of wratL 

^'Gang onl gang onl this meenut; IVe tell't 
ye already there's nae mair whusky in the inns, 
and if there was, there's nane for a drooken auld 
oarle like you. A Collector! a bonny Collector 1 
m collect ye ! and it'll be fewer and saxpence for 
the peen o' glass, and if you dinna pay it this mee- 
nut ye shall march hame on your hose, for deil a 
sidit o' yer damned auld brogue shall ye get this 
nicht without the siller." 

''The man's a maniac," cried Tonij springing 
past me and pouncing on the orator like a tiger, 
whom throttling, he thrust back into the house. 
''What in the name of all the whiskies do you 
mean, you jabbering idiot? Whisky! I don't 
want any of the abomination. We want the dinner 
and the rooms and the beds we ordered. Don't 
you know me — Captain Cumming? I was here 
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fishing last stunmer ; and didn't you get my letteri 
you numskull ? " 

'^Captain Gumming! is it you, sir? Wha wad 
have expecMt yer honour at siccan a time o' year? 
I made sure it was the Collector; he's on the 
ramble this eight days past, drinking three days 
here till I pit him oot, and five up i' the bothy, and 
noo he's himting for drink heigh and laigh — ragin' 
like a bear ; for he would toom the Spey in spate if 
it ran wi' Talusker or Glenleevat." 

''But my letter, man, my letter? Did you nofe 
get it?** 

'^I got nae letter, sir. Ye see, the postman gaed 
aff a week sin' to see his freens up Appin way, and 
tiiere's heem. nae chance tae get a letter without 
sending ance errand the fifteen mile. But come in^ 
gentlemen ; beds ye shall ha'e and rooms, but for 
the denner I dinna ken what to say ; but Til speak 
to the wife." With which he ushered us into a room^ 
fireless and cold, yet stufiy withal, and pregnant 
with the odours of departed peat and whisky long 
ago consumed* Leaving his candle, he retired hastily 
to consult the guidwife upon the serious crisis. 

'' Well, this is a nice state of things," said Tom ; 
*'but I wrote to the Volunteers a fortnight ago, 
so they most have had time to get their warning 
befijre the confounded postman went ofi for his 
holiday — &ncy a single-handed postman daring 
to have a holiday 1 — so we're sure to have them 
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here ; and even if we have a bad dinner and on- 
aired rooms, it's only for one night, for we'll get 
the business over this evening and be off home to- 
morrow morning." 

The landlord shortly after returned and told ns, 
with many apologies, that ham and eggs, a fowl, 
and perhaps "a bit braxy" would be our dinner, 
assuring us at the same time that his statement 
as to the whisky, outside, was only a humane 
fiction devised for the Collector's own good, and 
that there was an abundance of the best Olenlivat 
down below. He added ruefully that "the bodach" 
(meaning the Collector) had been lurking about the 
premises, and had taken advantage of the tempor- 
ary confusion consequent on our arrival to effect 
a lodgment in the kitchen, where he was again 
"makin' himself most ootrageous," and resisting 
all attempts at eviction — ^physically with his fists, 
and morally with the argument that he was there 
on military duty. 

"Ye see," explained the landlord, "he's in thae 
Strathkinahan Volunteers, and bein' ^ on the beer,' as 
ye may say, he's gotten it into His head that he has 
a tryst here tins nicht wi' his conunandin' ofiSsher 
— the Earl, I'm thinkin' — which shows that the 
Collector is far through; for when he's in his 
ordinary he cares for nane, and wad break tryst 
wi' the archangel Ghtbbriel himsel' if he had the 
chance." 
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A light seemed to break on Tom (who, by the 
by, had never visited the corps since its incorpora- 
tion with his battalion). " Who is this Collector?" 
he inquired. 

" Weel, sir, he's no exacklee a Collector himsel', 
bnt he aye gets it as a kin' o' title ; his &yther aye 
got it, but Tm thinking it wad be his grand£Etyther 
was the Collector." 

^' And what is his name ?" 

« Shooliter." 

"Shoeleather?" 

« Shooliter." 

" That's a queer name ; L never heard it before." 

''It's no exacklee his name jist, but a byname 
from the bit farm. 'Hamish Shooliter, the Col- 
lector,' that's him in full," said the landlord, as if 
summing up and closing the discussion. 

" But he must have a name — a surname I mean," 
said Tom. 

" Weel, I suppose he wull ; itil be CawmiU maist 
likely." 

Tom hurriedly consulted his note-book. "By 
Jove I just as I expected," he exclaimed; "'Ensign 
James Campbell, Shooliter Farm, Glencroaky ; ' 
why, this beastly Collector is the ensign, and his 
tiyst is to dine with us here to-night I " 

" Aweel," said the landlord, "nensign's the word; 
for he's been aye croonin' to himsel' as if he was 
discoorsin' with some ither body. He's been aye 
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sayin' in a fierce voice; 'Nensign! Kensigu Hamishf 
Nensign Shooliter, you're drunk, sirl You're not 
fit for t' nensign I Shoulder arms and ^1 oot, 
Nensign CawmU I ' and then he answers himseF in 
a quate fleeching way, * Jist anither glass o' tuddy 
afore I fall, my lord; the tuddy's goot; it's easy 
to tak** Pm a Collector and a nensign, and anither 
glass can hairm naither the tane nor the tither.' 
And aye the fierce voice again, ' Shooliter 1 atten- 
tion I to the right half face 1 to the devil with you, 
Shooliter 1 quick march 1 ' And syne he greets." 

Tom now shortly explamed to the landlord the 
new position which he occupied to the Volunteers 
of Strathkinahan — ^told him of the meeting arranged 
for that evening, and that the officers were expected 
to join us at dinner. " The lieutenant," he con- 
tinued, " is a Mr M*Tavish of Glensnork ; do you 
know him?" 

" I ken him weel," replied the landlord ; " he was 
here wi^ Shooliter for his first three days, preparins:, 
he aye said, for his ' prospection ; > but he weariS 
o' the Collector, and misca'd the whusky for having 
nae bite wi' it 5 sae he gaed aff wi' the doctor to 
the new inns at Mairdroukit, for a chainge 0' scene 
and speerits ; but he'll be here, the corby, when he 
smells driBk for naething." 

"And the doctor, he was invited too — do you 
know anything of him?" 

"Fine that — a dacent nice man; hell be wT 
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Olensnoinik, nae doot, and they'll be comiii' the- 
githez; If the doctor was to come it'll be a' richt^ 
for he'll baith come himser and bring the tither.'' 

I was this day a travelled and a hongiy man^ 
it was now past seven o'clock, and I by no means 
saw the advantage of hanging my dinner-hour on 
such a vague contingency as the arrival of these 
worthies, so with some decision I asked Tom, '^ in 
how many minutes we should order dinner to be 
served?'* 

<<Well,'' said Tom, <'I asked these fellows for 
seven o'clock duurp^ but we must give them & little 
law. The roads are bad, and an engagement in. 
Strathkinahan is difiS^ent from an engagement in 
Belgravia; besides, the cooking will take timet 
we'll give them three-quarters of an hour and then, 
sit down. Dinner at a quarter to eight, landlord 
— ^places for five ; you must have another fowl and 
more ham and eggs ; and look here, if your friend 
the Collector has not coUeoted his senses by dinner- 
time, don't let him come up— d'ye hear?" 

" m see to him, sir, nae fear y and now PIL show 
yoa yonr rooms, gentlemen." 

When I was finishing my toilette Tom appeared* 
His air was mysterious, and he shut the door care 
fuUy. 

'^ You see," he said, '^ what a queer lot of people 
I have got to do with here ; the chances are we 
shall have no meeting at all, or if we do, that tha 

S.S. — I. u 
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meeting will be, like the * United Brick Lane Tem- 
perance Association,' drunk ; but if they do come, 
confound them I drunk or sober, I'll carry my pointy 
and make them elect my man. Sir William MTittie 
— ^I swear I wilL I have had another talk with the 
landlord, and he now admits that he knows more of 
the politics of the matter than he pretended at first. 
They're all dead against the transfer — ^which, how- 
ever, is a fcui accompli — and I suppose they have 
got it into their woolly brains, that by refiising to 
elect a Eeltshire man as captain, they will prevent 
the practical working out of the matter* The land- 
lord thinks they'll come, however, for the sake of 
the liquor — ^which it appears their late captain used 
to stand freely — but, being come, will give fair 
words, and try to evade any decision* But we'll 
take the fowler in his own gin; and Fve been 
thinking of a dodge, if you'll help me — ^will you ? " 

" Of course I will," I replied ; " Fll assassinate 
the Collector, if necessary, or anything." 

"Well, then, I'll introduce you to the meeting 
as a tremendous swell of some sort — something 
between a Field -Marshal and a Prime Minister, 
but, above all things, as a special friend and con- 
fidant of the Queen's — stay, why shouldn't you be 
the Inspector-General of the Volunteers ? The very 
thing ; so you shall be. When the right moment 
comes you'll address them ; and if, with this hint, 
you don't carry my point for me, all I can say is^ 
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you've degenerated since the old Newbridge days, 
when you canvassed two Boman Catholic parishes 
successfully in the Orange interest as The O'Clancy 
More. What did it then ? why,blamey and poteen. 
With the Irish Gelt these are specifics. Try hia 
Caledonian brother with the same. Of course you'll 
feel your way and be cautious, and take your time 
from me. I'm a little nervous about the doctor; 
we must feel his pulse at dinner, and either make 
him a conspirator or not, according to his symptoms* 
Now, let us go down ; Tm as hungry as a hunter* 
Stay, we must christen you first — ^what are you to 
be? Not more than a general and a knight, I think^ 
to begin with. We can easily promote you as pub- 
lic enthusiasm warms up. So come along, Q^neral 
Sir Hercules O'Halloran, K.C.B. — that ought to 
fetch them. You're a trifle young for a colonel 
even, but you're big and burly, and the doctor's 
the only one who's the least likely to suspect, and 
I can tell him, if necessary, that the Queen insisted 
on your promotion for services at Court Come on.** 
We had not been long in the sitting-room when 
a sound of approaching wheels was heard, and a 
confused murmur of many voices, and on looking 
out of the window, we beheld, by the dusky light of 
a torch, a gig which had drawn up at the door. It 
contained two human figures, and was surrounded 
by a crowd of indistinct forms, who had apparently 
arrived with it. 
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"The doctor and the Kefntenant^ o£ eonrae/' said 
Tom, ''thank goodnessr; and tiiBae wekd shi^eft 
nmst be the corps : wpll, tiiej shall haye a captain 
to-night ; and now for dinnen'' He rang the bell, 
which the landloid answered. ''Is that the lienten- 
ant who arrived JTwt now ? " inqnnred Tom. 

" It's Olensnormk himsel', dr, and the doctor wi' 
him safe enough; and there'aa droyeo' billies came 
alang wi' them. Maist likely they'll ha'e been waiU 
in' up at the bothy till he cam' by ; between oorsel's^ 
Pm thinkin' there's mair gangs on at that bothy 
than the ganger k&oa o\ bat it's no &r the^ like &' 
me ^" 

'^Ohy hang the bothy! adc the lientensmt and 
the doct(»r to come up." 

In a few moments we heard a pecnliar sound on 
the wooden staim — a hording^ griding, bnmping 
sound — suggesting the idea that seme: heavy body 
was being propelled^ upwards by an agency not 
altogether saoces&fdl in resistiBg the tendency of 
the said body to grayiiiBite to the bot^(»n ci the 
stairs. Oecasioiml crashes took piaoe, when both 
appeared ix> be inycdved in a ooramon down&lL 
These crashes were succeeded by cnittaral sounds 
of tiu, hnn«. vdce. wHch I conl^Jli to be p«. 
£ine sweanzig in Gaelia The aaoent was, however, 
achieved,, and tib.ere was a repetition of the sounds 
along the passage leading to our room, alternated 
with quick whispers of entreaty, expostulation, and 
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mratiL A heayy bmnp Bgainst onr door amiiynnped 
Hokt the e^^edhaon, whaieTm it might be, had 
arrived. There was a pause. Tom and I looked 
at each other. 

'^^What the deaee oan it be?" lie said. 

"&Mnebody T©ry dnxDk,^' I replied, ^fsHnng 
oare of Bomebodj' ra&er wose ; the Collectar, for 
ishoioe." 

At this moment the door was slowly opened, and 
an asm, tenninating in a vary evil and oiaw-like 
faaud, was extended into the room, and commenoed 
a sawing vertical action in ihe cdr, that might 
mean depsacatian, bat was probity Ihe Tnralt of 
heavy leverage going on at some olher paart of its 
proprietor's unseen body. 

''Come in,'' cried Tom, ^eome in ;^ but the saw 
only worked more vigoromly, and the ^gm were 
dinched as if in intense mnsGiilar ezertkni. 

'' Stay ont, ihen," shouted Tom, in a rage, where- 
upon the saw worked for a few strokes with terrific 
vehemence, and a shonlder and eventually a head 
made their appearance. The head was a bald head, 
decorated on eitifflr side 'with a high and tapering 
bam of black hair; the &ce was swartby and 
dingy, pierced with a pair <^ Ghinese-locMag eyes, 
and corrugated with a wild assortment of amiles, 
or rather grins, which broke out independently all 
over the &oe, ^aauDelling and nsntralismg the ex- 
pression of each other in a most puzzling manner* 
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The arm oontiniied to saw, and the homed head 
was butted backwards and forwards as if in saluta- 
tion. 

'' Mephistopheles ! " I exclaimed, involuntarily* 

" Her name's M'Taveesh, sir — M'Taveesh of Glen- 
fK)hnomik, sir ; Bifled Idfteenant, sir/' said the head. 

" Oh ! Mr MTavish," said Tom, « how do you 
do? Tm glad to see you; won't you come in, 
though?" 

" How doo yew doo? and how are yew? and how 
doo yew doo?" went the head, as if mechanically 
repeating some foimula. 

"Very well, thanks ; but come in," said Tonu 

" Can't," replied the head. 

" What ?" said Tom. 

'' Not able," said the head. 

"Why not? "said Tom. 

The head tossed one of its horns back indicatively 
to the door and murmured, '^ The CoUecthur." 

" Where ? " cried Tom. 

" On her ither airm and leg," replied the head. 

''Why, damme! he's a regular old man of tho 
sea, this infernal Collector I " shouted Tom. 

'^ Bun him in, Hr MTavish, and let's see him ; 
^ve a tug ; pull away — all your strength — ^there I" 
and the head, followed by its body, shot comet-like 
into the room and subsided on the floor, leaving 
behind it, inside iiie door, and on iiie peipendiculai^ 
an Apparition. 
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^' The Collector ! " said MTavifih, pioking himself 
up, and extending another claw, hy way of intro- 
duction, in the direction of the new amvaL It 
was satis&ctoiy to see this historical character at 
last. 

He was a tallish elderly man, with a very red 
face, a fixed and flaming eye, and white hair, on 
the top of which was perched, somewhat defiantly, 
a ronnd dram -shaped boy's cap with a tassel at 
the side — a head-dress evidently filched fix)m the 
nurseiy below. 

He wore tartan trousers and a black dress-coat, 
with what are called "weepers" on the cuffs. On 
the whole, his appearance was not disappointing. 
We tried to keep our gravity, and Tom to be 
courteous. 

" How do you do, Mr a — a — Collector? " he said. 

The Collector spoke not a word, but elevated his 
arm with the gesture of a minister bespeaking at- 
tention for grace before meat, and remained in this 
attitude, like the lion rampant in the Scottish shield. 
I think he had some hazy notion of performing a 
military salute, but was deterred by considerations 
of equilibrium. 

" Won't you sit down? " said Tom, trying to look 
as if the attitude of the lion rampant was perfectly 
normal and expected. There was no answer. The 
fixed eye had shifted its angle, and glued itself to 
a bottle of sherry which stood on the table ; and 
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tiie mind, waxii as it was, that dume liirongh tiiat 
eye, was in that bottle and nowh^^ else. 

" HadnH he better sit down, Tom? " I interposed, 
treatmg the Goliector as a lay figure. 

« Certainly," said Tom. 

^'Well, then, here goes;" and I pomed ont a 
glass of sheny, and advanced towards the CdUeotco:. 
*^ Take a glass of sherry, ensign ? " I said. He Aat 
ont the paw to its Ml extent, and slid one foot for- 
ward in my direction. I iock a step bade, still 
holding out the shining bait. Outwent liie paw 
ftgedn, and anoliier shnfflii^ pace was efieoted ; and 
«o on and so on lill we got opposite iiie sofi^ whm 
I tnmed t^Km him and decanted him into it, giving 
liim the wine by way rf re waid. 

This he devoured, and then letting the glass fidl 
and break on the floor, again, as if nothing had 
Imppened, &stened his bnming orbs <m the bottle. 
It was evidently fruitless to attempt any conveiBa- 
lion with the wretch, so we 'left him to his con- 
templation, and Tom tnmed his attention to Mr 
IFTavidi. 

This gentleman was, no donbt, aecording to the 
Strathkinahan standard, very sober. By compari- 
ison he certainly was, bat I am inclined to tiiink he 
was indebted for this happy state of things less to 
personal abstinence than to the quelling inflaenoe 
of two sober Sassenachs, and a certain feeling of 
ly&mg on a snpeiior moral elevation to the Gollectoc 
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He stood up with hig thumbs stook into the arm« 
holes of his waistcoat, his head oairied low, as if 
preparing to butt, and eyery partioalar square inch 
of his visage woiking with a spasmodic action. 

His English was broken and ahnost unintelligible, 
and every sentence was preceded, accompanied, and 
followed by a series <tf sputterings and hootiogs 
which, with the working of his &oe, I ooold refer 
to no mental emotion whatsoevei; 

Mephistopheles, Ae Blac^ Dwai^ the Gk^rilla, 
Waterton's Nondescript, the langhing hyena, the 
homed SCTeechowl, and the vamphre, were a few 
t3if the ideas instaatiy snggastad fay the contempla- 
tion of this Highlandman. 

"Wen, Mr MTlkviBh," said Tom, "so you got 
my letter all right; I suppose you wuaied the 
temps, and I hi^e we sball have a good meeting, 
and get through our business ?'' 

^ Shess, captain — tbat's adjutant^ shess, sin 
Letter? shess. Corps come? shess. Bosiness? 
tit, tit, tit ! no bosineaa.'' Tbesa, after a pause, and 
with an insinuating assortment of pud&eis playing 
an over his &oe, " ffiisQ€bel]g a'gad?** 

«What?" said Tom. 

''Spoke Gaelic? tit hish''' 

"No," said Tom, 

" No spokes? adi tit I no spoke Gaelic?" 

" But we have business, Mr M'Tavish, and very 
important business too.'' 
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'' Shess, sir, Bhess, to be certainly, captain, major, 
adjutant, but no spokes ? none ? not a few ? " 
" Devil a word," said Tom, testily. 
" To be surely, tevil a word, ach tit I " 
" This is healthy," said Tom, forgetting his man- 
ners, and looking round at me with a shrug. The 
lieutenant also looked at me, and, catching his eye, 
I thought I read in it symptoms that he might 
speak better, and stick more to the point if he 
chose. The instant our eyes met he fired off his 
" bheil GaeHg a'gad? " at me. 

'' No," said Tom ; ^' this is a general, and a great 
friend of the Queen's, and he couldn't think of speak- 
ing it" 

''Ach I she's a Queen's freend? and no spokes? 
Queen spoke a few ? " 

'' Not a single one," said Tom ; ''she'd be ashamed 
to do it" 

" Tit, tit, tit I to be surely, Sassenach Queen — 
no spoke." 

"But about business, Mr M'Tavish '* A 

diversion in his favour was, however, created by 
the entrance of the dinner, and a sudden movement 
on the part of the Collector. He had sat perfectly 
motionless, and staring at the bottle ; but his line 
of vision being intersected by the waiter, he uttered 
a low moan, rose from the sofisi, and, with a stride 
and a plunge, made for the door, and lurched out 
of the room. 



THB T0LX7NTEEKS OF 8TBATHEINAHAN. 91 

In the depths of his drunken Geltio inner-oon- 
scionsnesSy the fellow was probably offended 

"Ensign Cawmil — jist a little peety, she's no 
greatly herseV the nicht," said the lieutenant. '' She's 
a pretty fellow, ferry pretty, a good offisher, a good 
ensign — ^in Oaelie ; but the nicht she's no jist her- 
sel'; no, sir, no jist hersel'. But we'll no be angry 
or quarrel her, no, no ; tit, tit I hish I " The last 
was semi-interrogative, semi-deprecatory. 

" Well," said Tom, " I can't say I think it credit- 
able. Being drunk and speechless may make a 
yery excellent officer in Qaelic, but in any other 
language he would be considered a disgrace to his 
commiBrion ; and when I was only to be here for 
one night, he might, I think, have contrived to be 
sober." 

"To be surely," replied the lieutenant; "and 
she'd be trying for four days to do it." 

"To do what?" 

" To lay the whisky, to be sure." 

" To lay it in, I suppose you mean — ^and he seems 
to have succeeded to a marvel." 

"AchI no, tit, tit I to lay it, with bitters and 
more." 

" Well, hang me if I ever heard such a recipe ! 
more whisky, do you mean?" 

" Most certaintlee, bitters and more," in the in- 
dignant tone of one who hears an infidlible speoifio 
for the first time called in question. 
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The landlord hare annoimced Dr M^Kinla j, and 
a lit&i aoe^ elderly, and^ aj^MurenHj, mofxaefwhat 
vober, man walked into the room. 

^How do yon do, doctor?" said Tom. ^'Ab I 
liad invited the other officers to dine, I took the 
Hbeity of asking yon to join ns as the honorary 
assistant-finrgeon, and I'm delighted to see yon.'' 

''Mnch obliged, sir, and Tory prond I am to 
oome ; it's an honoor, sir, to me to make yonr 
aocpnintanioe." 

^Let me present yon," oontinned Tom, ''to Sir 
HoronlBB (yHalloran, who has come down to hare 
a look at the Scotch Volimteers.'' Then, in a 
whispered aside, ** A Tery eminent man, particalar 
fiiead of the Qneen's ; might do yon all a deal of 
service ; he reports everything, sir, everything— 
medical venrioe and alL'' 

" God bless me 1 " said tiie nnsaspecting doctor ; 
^' it's a great honour, Sir Hercules, to see yon, and 
to dine with you makes me v^7 pnmd indeed. I 
never lexpeeted sooh a distinction, Fm sure. May 
I make so bold. Sir Henmles, as to ask how you 
left her Majesty the Queen?" 

Trying to combine the air of camps and courts, 
I TepHed, with Hand oondesoension, that my royal 
mistress was, at the date of my last telegram from 
Windsor that forenoon, in the enjoyment of excel- 
lent heal& and i^kits ; had lunched in private ; 
was to drive to Jiton College for inspecting pur- 
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poBes in the afternoon, ^* and by tiuB tuBe,*' looking 
at my watchy '^ is entertaining, with her nsnal con- 
descension, the Aidibishop of Canterbury and the 
Pope's Legate at dinner." 

"Qod bless me I" cried the doctor f ^this is 
wonderfoli And yon heard all thk to-day, Sir 
Hercules ? here, far away in the Hi^ilands ? Ex- 
cose the freedom, but there's scRnething awfdl in 
meeting the like of you, 8ir HercniesJ' 

'' Oh i Tm a yery humble poncm, docstor; don't 
imagine " (witii great humility) '' Tm anybody to 
be afraid o£ Her Majesty is good «aongh to keep 
me posted up in her movementa Three telegraBur 
arday, thatfs alL ISiere's so much I have to be 
consulted about, you see; yea undeEBtand m»?: 
eh?** 

'' Unquesdenably, Sir HeixnleB, of oourseL It 
nrast be a great comfort to faer Ms^esty,. ahlioc^ 
I say it to your &ce, sir, to have sucLa fine^ affikialey 
pleasant nobleman to cdnsidt widi ; and she^l jsaas 
you much, no doubt'' 

''Tut, tut, doctcHT, you flatter me^ and make a 
great man of a mere nobody — a poor soldier, sir, 
nothing more, who is glad to make yoor acquaint- 
ance, doctor.'* 

I concluded wiih an aooesa of ocndesceDsion, ex- 
tending my hand, which the doctor took in a tumult 
of delight and awe. 

T(xn warned me by a look not to go too &r ; but 
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as he had given me my rSIe, I was determined to 
play it for m78el£ BesideB^ indeed, the doctor was 
evidently prepared to swallow anything. 

''Now let ns sit down to dinner/' said Tom. 
'' Sir Hercules, will you kindly &ce me ? Gentle- 
men, pray be seated. Fm afraid the dinner won't 
be very choice." 

Nor, in tmth, was it. He who hath bent his 
hungry head over dinner in a Highland inn, even 
in the tourists' season, may remember how much 
that meal is indebted to the keen mountain air and 
the appetite with which it is approached ; and he 
may therefore form some idea of a similar banquet 
out of the season. Fowl there was, but such as 
reminded one of the feathered spectre which, on 
arriving at a d&k bungalow in India, the traveller 
inevitably sees led shrieking to the slaughter, to 
serve as ihepi^ce de resistance fifteen minutes after. 
Eggs were there, but such as '' Brother Sam " 
describes as having been ''very nice little eggs 
six weeks ago;" and as for the ham, it painfully 
suggested the universal adaptability of the driver's 
boot 

Our guests, however, seemed to enjoy it thorough- 
ly. The doctor, though perched, timid and bird- 
like, on the edge of his chair, contrived to play an 
excellent knife and fork; and the lieutenant, his 
head almost flush with the table, ate like a ghoul, 
albeit sorely impeded therein by an attempt to 
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reconcile the noimal position of his hands in the 
arm-holes of his waistcoat, with their duties of 
wielding knife, fork, and spoon. 

I had taken a qniet opportunity of hinting to 
Tom my suspicion that the lieutenant was hiding 
his light under a bushel, with a view to evading 
business ; and that if the oonyersation were to be 
kept o£f it for a time, the scoundrel would be found 
comparatively fluent, especiaUy under the immediate 
influence of meat and drink. In pursuit of these 
tactics, therefore, we contrived to make the conver- 
sation (if such it could be called) generaL 

We drew Glensnork on the subject of his farm — 
the merits of black-faced and white-faced, wool, 
heather, wintering, turnips, and other congenial 
topics. He became comparatively lucid, and by 
degrees, as glass after glass of vitriolic sherry 
descended, there was no lack of a certain fluency. 
His English was execrable, but he had plenty of 
it. The doctor, though penetrated with awe, and 
sitting, as it were, on the threshold of royalty, 
nevertheless contrived to chat away pretty freely, 
and was of considerable service in acting as a sort 
of jackal to the lieutenant, laying him on to topics 
on which he had some ideas, and eventually, when 
the creature passed into the narrative and fitcetious 
stage, drawing him out in what he evidently con- 
sidered his brilliant things. In this way we were 
&voured with a little episode in his military career 
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which uras clearly held to reflect much credit oa tha 
lieutenant's courage and wit. 

'' WhiBn the Queen had a reviews/' he said (his 
use o£ singulars and plurals was remarkably vague 
and impartial) ^' in Edinburgh—* Ferry certaint* 
lee you would be there, general ? " 

'' Oh yes I** I z^[Jied; "and I think I remember 
your &ce there." 

" Moat notorioufllee you would be seeii^ me there. 
Well, sir, when the Queen had her reviews there, 
I went to it, with his lordship's regiment — eight 
hundred ferry beautifiil fine fellows — and when, 
we w&re making the march into the Gannygate, a 
French Spes keepit walkin' beside us, and lookin! 
pretty surprised and frightened like. At last the 
Spies comes to me and says^ 'Can these men fight?' 
says he. And I turned to him, mighty fierce, and 
says I to the Spies, 'Go away, you tamned ugly 
teef of a Spies ! ' says I ; 'go and tell your King 
and your countree not to give them the chance,' 
and she jist tamed aboot and went away with a 
ferry white &ce. I put the fear of deeth on to that 
Spies." This gem he fsivoured us with three or 
four times, acoompanyii^ it with a great deal of 
wdid laughter. 

The doctor then turned the conversation to 
sahnon-fishing; and on my asking how they were 
off for fiish in the river there, he replied, that what 
with stake-^nets at the mouth, and "burning the 



THE VOLUNTEEBS OF STRA.THKINAHAN. 97 

water" up above, there was but poor sport to be 
bad. 

'' Burning the watar I " I said ; '' I thought that 
had been illegal for long." 

" So it has. Sir Hercules ; bat it's done a good 
deal for alL Ask Glensnork, Sir Heroules," said 
the doctor, with a twinkle in his eye. 

'' Deed, doctor, and if s a pretty smsJl quantite^ 
Glensnorruk kens aboot the wather; he never 
touches it;" a statement which in many senses 
was no doubt inoontrovertible. 

'' Ah ! but your shepherds, your shepherds ? Tml. 
afiraid they're pretty guilty." 

'^ Hoosh, doctor ! not kilty at all ; the shepherds 
be on the hills with the sheeps, and not able to be 
kilty with the fishes and sawmonts in the wather*" 

"Well, Glensnormk, there was Fraser you 
know '* 

''Adi! to be certainties Lauchy Fraser. But 
who made her kilty? Me, surr — Glensnorruk 
h^sel' — qpoke to Hxb Shirra's man and mada her 
kiliy." 

" Ak ! how was that? " said the doctor. 

" Well, Lauchy be always makin' his tamned 
ugly traffics into my house, and always ooortin' 
and coortin' my servant lass for drams and biose^ 
and kissin' and trash, I be findin' him pr^ty 
seldom oot o' the house^ and quarrelled him. 
'Mister Lauchy,' says I, 'be greatlee kind, and. 

S.S.— I. X 
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get trams and brose and servant lasses for jonrser, 
and don't be bringing yourself into mj kitchings 
twice again, yon nasty trooper ! ' says I, ' or maybe 
there'll be a little more said' Ferry well, two days 
afterhin, I be going into my own kitchings to crack 
wi' Shennet, my own servant lass — shess, sir, my own 
servant Shennet — and there is my pretty shentle- 
man Lauchy again, wi' a dram in his mooth and 
a big fishes beside him, coortin' and quarrellin' at 
Shennet to kettle the fishes for him. ' You plack* 
g^ard I ' says I, ^ you vagabones ! you are into here 
again I ' ' Plackgard your nanesell, Glenschnorruk,' 
says he, giving me his peastly tongue. 'Where 
have you been, you sloightearf* says I. 'To the 
hills and to the sheeps,' says he. 'Did you find 
that big sawmonts on to the hills among the 
sheeps?' says L 'I met her there,' says he. 
'AchI you tanmed breugadair/* says I; 'I will 
teach you to come coortin' at Shennet, you teef I 
you poacher I and to set fire to the wather against 
the law. Gome to Donald, come to the Shirra's 
man, and get your fishes kettled.' So I handed 
him and his fishes to the lock-up, and kettled him ; 
and it was 'Good-bye, Mr Lauchy; ye've saved 
Glenschnorruk six months' wage,' which he was 
awed." 

"And where is he now?" I inquired. 

" The tevil may ask the questions — in the chailS| 
to be sure." 
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"And you never paid him?" 

"Not a hapnee, the teef I he would have paid the 
8hirra for the poachin', and been oot o' the chails 
coortin' again." 

Qlensnork was, of course, so much delighted with 
this splendid illustration of crime, law, and justice, 
that he repeated it frequently; and the apprecia- 
tion displayed by his audience bringing him into 
high good-humour, Tom seized the opportunity of 
turning the conversation into a business channel. 

"Well, M'Tavish," he said, dinner being now 
some time over, " I'm very glad to have made your 
acquaintance in this pleasant sort of way. Here's 
to your very good health ; and now I think it's time 
to discuss the real business of the evening." 

" Gk>ot life, captain I business already ? You 
must be ferry heavy on the speerits, if you would 
be for beginning already," said the lieutenant. 
''No, surr; my thanks to you, but not a drop of 
tuddy iill the wine settled hersel£ It was a 
mighty fine surprise for Mr Lauchy when she ob- 
sairved herself in the lock-up. 'It will be your 
ftm, Glenschnorruk,' says she, 'that ^" 

"I beg your pardon," interrupted Tom; "you 
misunderstood my meaning ; what I wished to ex- 
press was, that we should lose no time in looking 
at the concern which has brought us here to> 
night." 

''Hoosh| captain! you would not be thinkin' of 
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that. If the post-boy cannot look at his own horses 
and his OTm concern, he mnst be a feny poor cratnr 
inteed, and the doctor's powney Galium, she looks 
at hersel£ ' It will be your fiin, Glenschnormky' 
says Mr Lauchy, 'that yon are pnttmg on to my 
head.' * My teer goot firiend,' says I ^ 

''Yon miflnnderstand me again, Mr M'Tavish,'^ 
said Tom, firmly. ''You must be aware that it 
is now six months since yon lost your captain, 
and ?• 

" Six months, captain? will it be six months sin' 
the crator died?" 

" Six months," said Tonu 

'^WeU, maybe, maybe; oichl oioh! sixmonths* 
Well, well, she was a nice Ut cratuiy. 'Yes, Mr 
Lanchy,' says I, ' yon are ferry right, and yon wiU 
have ^"' 

" The devil seize Mr Lanchy ! " thundered Tom, 
in a foxy. ^ Pll tell yon what it is, Mr M'Tavish, 
I hare come here to discuss bosiness, and not to 
waste timey and if yon had the proper spirit " 

"-Well, well, captain," said the irrepressible, in 
the tone of <me yielding to excessiTe importonity, 
" if yon mnst set to the speerib^ goot lifel let ns 
yoke to then^ bnt be ferry strict with Mr Stew-art 
to give them out of his own brown |»g*^ As the 
meenist«9r ssys^ ' Stew-art^s pig is like the cask o' 

^ An earthenware vessel called a *' grey-beard " in the LowiaBid 
&lect, aad contaiiuqg a salknw 



THE VOLUNTEERS OF STBATEEINAHAN. 101 

the weedy wmninm, with a last drop always into it.' 
You will ken the meenister, captain ?" 

Tom's wrath melted away at the pesJ of laughter 
with which I greeted the lieutenant's last flank 
movement ; he joined in it, but denied all know- 
ledge of the divine, and outmanoeuvred M'Tavish 
by plunging m medias res, 

" Now, Mr M'Tavish," he said, " have the good- 
ness to listen without interrupting me. I have 
come here to-night to see that the corps does elect 
a captain, and I mean to see that it does, and I 
wish to know if you will support Sir William 
M^ittie. The Lord -Lieutenant is anxious that 
he should be nominated, and, what is more, so is 
the Queen. You must elect a Keltshire man ; he 
is a Keltshire man, and the best, and indeed the 
only, man you can get in the district. Now I have 
said my say ; let me hear yours, but let it be to 
the point. We have had quite enough of Mr 
Lauchy and his salmon, and I won't listen to 
another word except on business." 

" Ferry well, surr, ferry well ; but you will likely 
be ringin' for Stew-art's pig first ? " 

"Certainly," said Tom, ringing the bell; "and 
now go on." 

"Ferry well, I was just saying to me own- 
self and to the CoUecthur lately, that it would 
be incaatious to be in a tremendous hurry aboot 
the business, ^Gollecthur/ says I^ 'we cannot 
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chmnp oyer orayt big hetches and titches withoot a 
look into them.' ^What you say is a true case/ 
says the Gollecthur. ' Yon are a cliver man, Glen^ 
Bcbnomiky' says he; 'and we must not chump 
over a captain ferry hastilee.'" 

"Well," said Tom, "that's all very true; but 
m be hanged if six months isn't long enough to 
look at the biggest hedge or ditch that was ever 
jumped over, and in &ct there tis to be no more 
delay in the matter. I tell you I won't stand this 
humbug any longer, and you mistake your man if 
you think yon can play the fool with me. Will yon 
support Sir William or will you not ? and if not, 
will you propose some one else, in opposition to 
the Queen's wishes, and the Lord-Lieutenant's and 
mine?" Tom added, demurely. 

" I am sure," said the doctor, on whom the fiery 
sherry was working its effect perceptibly — "I am 
sure such a statement would be sufficient for the 
corps ; the Queen's wish and the Lord-lieutenant's 
and yours, captain, and I may add yours. Sir 
Hercules (for of course your feeling wiU be her 
Majesty's), would weigh with them against any 
other suggestion ; and I will say this, that if Glen* 
snork were to set himself up in an opposition to 
these wishes of yours, he would pan himself pan 
himself, Sir Hercules, I do assure you." 

"I don't doubt it," I said, assuming that the 
process of " panning " was equivalent to ostracism 
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in Strathkinahan ; "and s^rve him right too," I 
added, rather fiercely. 

"But he may be sure of this," continued the 
doctor, "that Strathkinahan will refuse to be 
panned with him." 

"Hoosh, doctor!" said the lieutenant, whose 
normal attitude towards the doctor was that of 
an honoured patron evidently; "you are a ferry 
diver man, but you are incaatious to speak when 
you are not asked to spoke. Ailsie M^Lepd is in 
crayt trouble with her tooth-gums ; you had petter" 
(with a dignified wave) "go and make them heal 
—tit, tit!" 

" The opinion of a sober professional man," cried 
the doctor, in high wrath, "is at least as valuable 
as that of a being who forgets himself daily with 
the bottle." 

"Deed, doctor, hell be a ferry smart man that 
forgets the pottle when you are into the room. 
Go away — go and sing a song to Ailsie's tooth- 
gums." 

" Come, come, gentlemen," cried Tom, as the 
doctor was bursting out in huge wrath at this iu 
quoqucj " we are forgetting ourselves ; to business, 
business, business. What do you say, Mr M'Tavish 
— ^will you support Sir William ? " 

" Well, well. Sir William is a fine man, a feny 
fine nice nobleman; but, for God's sake, captain, 
is Stew-art niver bringinj^ his pig?" 
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''Oh yes! this will bring him" (ringing tba 
bell) ; " and now go on, for heaven's sake I " 

A diyersion was, however, again created in the 
lieutenant's favour bj the entrance of the landlord, 
who informed ns that the corps had been for a 
considerable time awaiting us in the bam, and 
were beginning to get a '' litde troublesome ; " and 
as it a{^)eared to Tom and myself that periiaps 
more might be done by a direct appeal to the 
whole body than by fendng with their impracti- 
cable officer, we decided to descend at once. 

A strange scene presented itself to our eyes as 
we entered the bam. It was dimly lighted by a 
few tallow candles stuck into bottles, and by a 
Btable4antem suspended fixnn a crossbeam in the 
centre. A heavy cloud of tobaooo-smoke brooded 
over all, through which were hazily revealed the 
figures of the Volunteers. We had a dim panorama 
of shaggy crests of hair, of red fiMses, of tobacco- 
pipes, and of all manner of improvised drinking- 
vessels ; while the hum of many voices, the puffing 
of numy pipes, and th« gluggmg of Kps that drank 
greedily, were the sounds that met our ears. When 
our entrance was observed, suddenly uprose finnn 
tiie mist the form of a tall man with an outstretched 
arm, and from his hpa proceeded a sound much 
resembling an ill-executed sneeze — '' Att-itshun I " 
The form and the voice were those of the Collector, 
who seemed to have partially succeeded in '' laying 
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the spirit," and who now, in the exercise of his mili- 
tary fanction, was calling the room to " attention." 

The men all rose, looking like the peaks of hiUs 
appearing above the morning mist. 

** Salodt ! " cried the Collector, still fevonring the 
attitade of the lion rampant ; whereupon the corps 
all began to make what looked like mesmeric passes 
with their right arms in the air. " Dooble saloot I " 
shouted tiie Collector again; and then each man 
employed his left arm also, which gave the pleasing 
general effect of about fifty men swimming for their 
lives in an ocean of tobacco-smoke. This movement 
had for me such a delightful novelty that I could 
not help remarking on it to the lieutenant, who 
explained with great pride that it was an invention 
of his own devised to meet a difficulty he had felt 
in receiving merely the same salute as the Collector. 
"So I doobled it for my naneseF; and if the 
craturs had more airms, they would use plenty 
more of them for tte captain and yourser." 

Tom now told the lieutenant that he would like 
to see the company fiiUen in in their ranks for a 
minute or two, just to get an idea of Ihe general 
appearance of the men. 

" Would you put the craturs into rangks withoot 
their soger's clothes on, captain? and without their 
guns? Tit, tit! begging your grace, that would 
be a ferry fuHsh-like trick, to be sure." 

" I donH want to see their clothing or their rifles '| 
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I want to see the men themgelves. Have the good- 
ness to &11 them in," said Tom, finnlj, " and get 
them into single rank." 

^ Ferry goot, feny well," said the lientenant, 
with a shrug. '^Shooliter, be craytly kind and 
pnt the craturs into a single rank." The Collector 
had, however, apparently snccnmbed to his old 
enemy again, for he only waved his arm feebly, 
and mnttered, with a sort of imbecile snigger, 
''She kens naething aboot it." 

"Very well," said Tom, "FU do it myself; give 
me a sergeant" 

" L3 there a sergeant among ye ? " cried M'Tavish. 

" No " shonted the collective voice of Strathkin* 
ahan from the mist 

"Very well, a corporal will do," said Tom. 

"L3 Corporal M'lldhu thereaboots ? " inqnired 
M'Tavish, peering into the haze. 

" He's at the bothy," shonted a score of voices. 

" Why did he not take heed to come doon?" said 
ihe lieutenant 

" He had words wi' the Collector," explained the 
chorus again. 

" Well, well, that's a peety — a sore peety — and 
the captain here and alL" 

I understood the chorus to admit, by a sort of 
rumbling growl, that it wcu a pity. 

"Well, never mind," said Tom; "give me a 
'coverer' of some sort, and we'll get on." 
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"Deed, and it's a thing the corps never had, 
captain. There was a taak of sairvin' them oot at 
our own costs ; and they wonld be ferry goot in the 
wat nichts if they were happenin' to be M'Intosh's 
clothes, and cheap." 

"Isn't this nice?" said Tom, grimly, looking 
round at me. "Give me your right-hand man, 
then; I suppose the company has a right and a 
left?" 

" ShesB, sir I most notoriouslee, most certaintlee* 
Hand me oot the richt-hand man," he cried into the 
mist. 

" She is not into here,*' replied the chorus. 

" Who is she then, at all ? " cried the lieutenant. 

"Lauchy Fraser," shouted the chorus, with a 
roar of laughter. 

" Ach I deed, and it is trooth," cried the lieuten- 
ant, heartily joining in the mirth ;" she is on a 
veesit to the shirra ; " whereupon there was another 
roar, which put Tom quite out of temper, and he 
pounced personally into the mist, and seizing the 
first man he found there, stood him up against the 
wall. 

" This is the right-hand man," he said ; " and now 
come on, aU the rest of you, and fall in." And what 
with the doctor's assistance and mine, he at length 
contrived to get them into a row against the wall, 
all continuing to smoke their pipes and to retain 
their drinking-vessels in their hands. Tom winked 
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at these delinqnencies, howeyer^ for the purpose, as 
he explained to me after, of keeping them in good- 
humour and carrying his point. " Now, Mr M*Tav- 
ish, take command of them ; and if your ensign can 
stand, which seems doubtful, he may as well take 
his place — it may keep him out of mischief, at least.'' 

^ I am to command them, captain ?** 

** If you please, Mr M'Tavish." 

The lieutenant waddled out in fix>nt of the line^ 
his hands in the arm-holes of his waistcoat, his head 
low, and shooting backwards and forwards, hke a 
large gander waddling heavily to a pond, while 
from his lips came a sort of preHminaiy hissing, 
also sn^estive of that bird. The hissing gradually 
*' boiled up," so to speak, till it bubbled into a cry 
of "Carter arrums!" whereupon the men gave an 
apologetic plunge in their ranks, apparently to im- 
ply that if they had the means, the lieutenant's 
wish woxdd be cheerfully complied with. 

" Tut, tut I Mr MTavwh," said Tom, struggling 
between laughter and indignation, "I don't mean 
that ; take command in the regular way." 

" Shoolter arrums I " shouted the bewildered lieu- 
tenant, and again the corps executed a sort oi pas 
itextase. 

i^ Fall in on the right, Mr M'Tavish," said Tom, 
with a desperate effort to keep his countenance; 
''and, for the love of heaven, take your hands out 
of your waistcoat, and hold up your head, and try 
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to look like a reasonable being for three minutes I** 
be added, as the lieutenant moved sulkily to his 
position. 

The arrangements being at last completed, in- 
cluding the position of the Collector, who, by way 
of compromise, was accommodated with a stool on 
the left flank, Tom and I walked slowly down the 
rank and inspected the men. They were a fine set 
of fellows, certainly — ^taU, sinewy, broad-shouldered, 
and athletio-looJg. ^y,7^l.r. rery 2 
equivocal traces of the manner in which they had 
occupied their time at " the bothy ;" but there was 
no disgraceful case like that of the Collector, the 
intermittent nature of whose inebriety made it diffi- 
cult to deal with on any uniform system. The men^ 
as a rule, stood steadily enough in tlie ranks, 
though in one or two exceptional cases an attempt 
was made to shake hands with the inspecting officer 
as he passed. 

'' Gentlemen," said Tom, when the inspection was 
completed, '' I have to congratulate yon on your fine, 
I may say your soldier-like, appeazaiice. I have 
often heard of the fine phynqm you have in this 

district ^ (" It could not have been the feesick 

of Dr M'Einlay," interpolated M'Tavish, still rank- 
ling at his medical friend), ''and I am not disap- 
pointed. A fine physiquej and Hie mental intelli- 
gence which you evidently possess, are immense: 
advantages; bat they must be properly applied, 



M DT A r•1r•nr/^/^T^ *» 



110 TALES FROM "BLACKWOOD. 

and there are two things that can alone compass 
this end — drill and discipline. As it is with the 
fegular, so it is with the volunteer soldier. I am 
sorry to find, with regard to the first, that you have 
been unfortunate in losing your drill-sergeant ; but 
I am now making arrangements to supply his place. 
With regard to the second, the grand essential 
is, that the corps should be fully and efficiently 
officered ; above all things, that there should be at 
its head a competent captain — a man of intelligence, 
energy, and, I may add, social position. A long 
period has elapsed since the death of your late 
captain, and no step has been taken to elect and 
nominate his successor to the Lord-Lieutenant. I 
have made frequent representations to your officers 
on this score, but without any result. I have there- 
fore personally visited you for the double purpose 
of inspecting the corps, and of impressing upon you 
aU thcw necessity of at once proceeding to elect a 
captain. When I say that / am inspecting the 
corps, I do not speak correctly, for I am in reality 
on this occasion only the attendant of the distin- 
guished General Sir Hercules O'Halloran, who, in 
his capacity of Inspector-Gteneral of Reserves, does 
you the honour of being present here to-night, and 
may not improbably feel himself called upon to ad- 
dress a few words of advice to you on the subject I 
have been insisting upon. When I mention that Sir 
Hercules, in addition to his great military distinc* 
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tion, is so highly honoured as to be the confidential 
adviser of onr beloved Sovereign, you will, I am 
sure, concnr with me in the propriety of at once 
giving three cheers for that eminent officer. Hip I 
hip I hip I hnrrahl" The cheers were given with 
right goodwill, till roof and rafters rang ; and then 
Tom gravely continued his oration: "The Lord- 
Lieutenant will not appoint a gentleman to that 
position without your nomination, and I must tell 
you that he is not a Uttle surprised and disappoint- 
ed at the delay which has taken place. It would 
not be right for me to conceal from you, and I have 
Sir Hercules's sanction to mention, that pain and 
suiprise have also been excited in far more august 
quarters, by what he has felt himself compelled 
to stigmatise as ' this unseemly tardiness ; ' but to- 
night I am confident this stigma wiU be removed, 
and I now propose that we proceed at once to elect 
a gentleman to the vacant position. I will not 
trouble you to stand in the ranks while this goes 
on ; but I earnestly request you to sit down in an 
orderly manner, and discuss the matter in a busi- 
ness-like way. To the right face! Break offl" 
The men tumbled out of their ranks, and reseated 
themselves on the benches; the Collector obeyed 
the order by turning a back somersault off his stool ; 
and the lieutenant waddled back into civil life much 
relieved, to lay aside the crown of office. " Now,** 
said Tom, "let us discuss the matter quietly. I 
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say Sir WiUiam. M'Vittie is our best man, and thai 
we ought to elect him at once. Light your pipe, 
M^avish, and give us your opinion." 

'' Sir William is no doot a feEiy fine, nice, partee- 
cular, pretty fellow, captain," said the lieutenant^ 
emphasising each epithet with a draw at his pipe^ 
in which an inordinate amount of suctional power 
was employed ; " but if a captain is to be aal the 
goot things that you hare spoke into your bit 
qieech, Sir William will not be our man." 

"How d'ye mean?" inquired Tom. 

<^ Angus M'Bioch, will you be eraytily kind, and 
tell the captain whether Sir William is for the dip- 
^Dg or fcH* the smearing of the aheeps?" said the 
lieutenant, in a voice of the deepest solenmily. 

"Dipping!" bellowed the whole room as (m» 
man. 

"Feity welly captain, you will not, after that^ 
again be speaking for Sir William," said M^avish, 
with the air of one who has got rid of the first of a 
series of difficulties, and proceeds to handle the next, 
confident of success. 

"But I don't see what that has got to do with 
the question," urged Tom. " Aa he has neither got 
to dip nor smear the Volunteers, I don't think it 
matters what he does with his sheep." 

" There niver was a yowe, there niyer was a tupp^ 
there niver was a wedd^ dipped yet at aal on. to the 
holdings of my Other's son ; theie niyer will be a 
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yowe, there niver will he a tnpp^ there niver will be 
a wedder dipped on to his holdings/' said a lantern- 
jawed old fellow in a sort of chant ; and the some- 
what irrelevant statement was receiyed with much 
applause, and evidently held to strengthen the case 
against Sir William. 

" What woold the old red man, Colin- with-the- 
crooked-nose, have said to all the dippings and the 
trash, Angus?" inquired another anti-Sir WiUiam- 
ite; but the Nestor oxdj smoked with ine&ble 
grimness. He had uttered, and that, he evidently 
thought, should settle the matter without further 
parley. 

'^ There was once a pollisofi^her, by the name of 
M'Ardle, in the Strath," suggested another of the 
pady, '^but he is not into it now. Will somebody 
be feny kind, and say who pit him oot?" 

'' Sir William 1 " cried a dozen voices* 

^' I suppose a pollis-offisher is to have no mouth 
into this Strath," observed a gentleman largely 
provided in respect of that feature, and with cobd^ 
plexional indications that neither in eating nor in 
speaking was it principally employed. 

'^M^Ardle was not a drucken man," hiccoughed 
the CoUector. ''He tasted — at a time — like me; 
it was his dewty — Sir William pit him oot for — fcr 
his dewty. His name was Peter." And much 
honour was done to these decidedly hazy prqposi' 
tions. 

S.S. — ^I. T 
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^' If Sir William is to be captain in the Strath, the 
Yolnnteers may ferry quickly put their mouths into 
the store wi' the gmis, and not bring them oot 
again," suggested another satirist. 

''After the shearin', when the ball was in the 
bam at Craig- Yittie, there was plenty of tea, but I 
did not obsairve anything for a man-body to drink," 
said another. 

''If Sir William is to be captain, he will have 
to list the auld wives into the company. Betty 
M'Candlish will make a ferry parteecular fine lif- 
tenant to him, and Ailsie M'Leod' will be ensign 
instead of the Collector." 

" Sir William is a temperanst man at his heart" 

" And a temperanst man is a teirant." 

"And we will have no teirants and no teiranny 
here." 

Loud applause followed these heroic sentiments, 
and the lieutenant, turning to Tom, observed, " You 
see, captain. Sir William is a parteecular nice goot 
nobleman, but the Yolunteers will not be for having 
a teirant for their captain." 

" But there is no one else in the district you can 
elect, and as you must elect some one, why, you 
must elect Sir William. It's all nonsense about 
tyranny. Sir William is an excellent man, and no 
more a teetotaller than I am, though, of course, he 
doesn't think that every parade is to be turned into 
a drinking bout. When you know him better, when 
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he is mixed np with you as your captain, you will 
find all these things you've been hearing about him 
are nonsense, and I hear he is going to reside regu- 
larly at Craig-Vittie." 

"If I might make bold to say a word," said a 
diplomatist, whose opinion was evidently held in 
high esteem, " I would say this, that if we must 
elect a captam, we must elect him ; but if there is 
no one into the Strath who is shootable for the 
poseetion, then, for Gk)t's sake, let us not at aal 
forget that there is other places with shootable 
people into them. We will elect some ferry crayt 
man ; we will elect the Prince of Whales. He will 
be captain to the company ; but we will not b& 
troubling him, and he will not be troubling himself 
to come down to the Strath for the dreels ; and 60> 
we will have a captain and no teiranny." 

This novel method of solving the difficulty found 
universal favour ; and M'Tavish at once abandoned 
his Fabian policy, and became clamorous for instant 
action as to the Prince's election. 

Tom took me out of the room for consultation. 
"Did you ever see such an impracticable set of 
devils ? " he said. " What's to be done ? " 

"Arguing won't mend matters, that's clear," I 
replied. " Give me some particulars about this Sir 
William, and Fll see what I can do." Tom did so, 
and I learned that Sir William had quite recently 
succeeded to the property ; that he had lived prior 
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cipally abrottd in the diplomatio service, and was as 
jet almost unknown in the Strath ; bat that he was 
abont to settle on his acres, and that his co-opera- 
tion and assistance would be of the greatest im- 
portance in saying the Vohmteer movement in the 
locality from death by alcoholio drowning. He 
was rep<»lBd to be a very sensible man ; and tibongh 
neither the tyrant nor the ascetic he was alleged to 
be by the corps, he had, on a recent short visit to 
the Strath, been not a little startled and scandalised 
at the extraordinary chrome state of faddlement in 
which its inhabitants lived, and had expressed him- 
self pretty broadly on the snbfect, and, in one or 
two instances, made a clearance of the most inveter- 
ate ofiSsnders. Hine iUa tacrymm. ^ In hjdi^ Tom 
oondLnded, ^' he is just the man to keep these dipso- 
maniacs in order; and I know he will accept, if he 
is elected." 

"Very weH" said I, "yon had better let me 
i^eok to th^n. Jnst say that ^the General' will 
address a few observations to the corps." 

When WB retmmed to the meeting we foxmd that 
they had just elected the Prince of Wales nem. ooo., 
and were expecting with flaming eyes the arrival of 
the " glasses round" with winch the lieutenant had 
suggested they should celefaiate the event " at their 
own oosts." 

Three cheers fiar '' our captain^ the Prince,'* were 
given somewhat defiantly on our entrance ; and^ oa 



THB VOLUNTEEBS OF STRATHKINAHAN. 117 

tiie whole, matteis bore a decidedly xmsatis&ctox^ 
aspect. 

" Ctentlemen," cried Tom, "Lieutenant -General 
Sir Hercules O'Halloran, K.O.B., Inspector of the 
Beserve Forces, will address you;" and I stepped 
forward, desperately determined that if Tmscmpu- 
louB impudence could avert the collapse of the Kelt- 
shire ^^ Ad. Batt." and the loss of my Mend Tom's 
appointment, it should not be wanting to me on 
this occasion. 

" Gendemen," I said, " first of all I must express 
to yon, as representing the Boyal Family, my veiy 
sincere thanks for the honour which you have sa 
loyally and so very properly bestowed upon us — 
I mean, upon the Prince of Wales. Gentlemen, yon 
have done honour to yourselves in honouring him— 
(cheers) — and before I go further I beg that you 
will allow me, on behalf of the Queen, to de&ay th& 
expense of the farther honour which you propose 
to a&r him in drinking his health." (Loud and 
protracted obeering, during which I tried to look as 
if the Privy purse was ai that moment in my port* 
manteau up-stairs.) ^^ But having said thus much, 
it deeply grieves me to add that duty and my in* 
rtrnotions compel me to decline, with every ex- 
pression of gratitude, ihe honour which you have 
done to his Boyal Highness." (Murmurs, soothed 
by the arrival of the Hquor, during which I paused 
for a second or two.) *^ Yes, gentlemen," I resumed^ 
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'''it is my painful duty to be obliged to decline* 
Yon must all be aware, of cormse, that the Prince, 
£x)m his position and natural afiabilitj, is perpeta- 
allj importuned to accept situations similar to that 
which 70U have offered him to-night. In such great 
numbers are thej offered to him, indeed, that to fill 
one tithe of them, even in a nominal and honorary 
way, would strain and overtax his royal energies 
most insupportably. Under these circumstances 
we were obliged to come to a fixed determination ; 
and I assure you that in coming to it I experienced 
the greatest hesitation and difficulty, but having 
been come to, it cannot be deviated fronu It was 
this, — ^ihat the Prince should only consent to take 
command of one corps at a time. What that corps 
should be it was of course left for me to decide ; 
and after renewed hesitation, my choice fell upon — 
upon — ^upon the corps which — ^now enjoys that dis- 
'tinction. 

''The Prince himself with that self-abnegation 
ivhich characterises him, has frequently implored 
me to reconsider the matter, and bring him into a 
^der connection with a movement which he honours 
and admires. 

" Supported by her Majesty, I have, however, re- 
mained firm ; and you must pardon me if I say that 
•even the impression which you as a corps have made 
upon meto-night, and the a&«arMri^interest which you 
clearly take in your duties, cannot make me waver. 
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" On Monday night, the night before I left Lon* 
don, I was dining in private with the Prince and 
the Duke of Cambridge ; and his Bojal Highness, 
understanding that I was about to proceed north- 
ward on my tour of inspection, again reverted to 
the subject. 'Are you still as obstinate as ever, 
Hercules ? ' said hi^ Eoyal Highness. ' Please your 
Boyal Highness, I am a rock,' I replied. 'As 
the Eussians found at Inkerman,' remarked the 
Duke of Cambridge." (" Three cheers for Sir Her- 
cules I " cried the doctor, which were rather quaver- 
ingly given, however.) " ' Won't you give me a 
corps in each of the three kingdoms ? ' urged the 
Prince. ' It can't be done at any price, your Boyal 
Highneas,' I repUed, firmly but respectfuUy. ' I like 
the Scotch,' continued the Prince. 'They are a 
noble race,' I replied ; ' especially the Highlanders.' 
' You should have seen them following me up the 
Alma Heights,' said the Duke. ' Give me a Scotch 
corps. General,' said the Prince — 'there's a good 
fellow.* ' It cuts me to the heart to say " No," sir,' 
I replied. ' But what am I to say to all these fine 
fellows ? ' he inquired, pulling out a bundle of papers 
which were requisitions from the Kirkintilloch, Kil- 
bogie, Slamannan, Cowcaddens, and other corps* 
^ You can show your interest in them by nominat- 
ing the gentleman you would wish to fill the post 
instead of your Boyal Highness,' I replied. ' It is 
a happy thought,' said the Prince ; ' but it is impos- 
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sible for me to go down to Eilbogie and Gowcaddens 
at present, and I would not nominate a sabstitate 
withoat being snre of bim, as, of course, where / 
nominate, the corps can't refuse to elect' ^ Leave 
it all to Sir Hercules,' said the Duke; ' his judgment 
in all military matters is simply the best in the 
country.' ^Tour Boyal Highness does me infinite 
honour,' I replied. 'Pooh, pooh I only your due, 
O'Halloran,' said the Duke. 'Well, O'Halloran, 
would you mind going to these places for me,' said 
the Prince, ' to say that I thank the coips with all 
my heart, and that I leave you to act for me and 
nomixiate a substitute?' 'It is my duty and de- 
light to do what your Soyal Highness wishes,' I 
replied. ' But you must be very careful in your 
selecddon. General; you must be>sure that the man 
is fit in every way — ^above all, that he is a district 
proprietor ; — and when you have made your choice 
you must be firm. Remember that for the mcnnent 
you are the Prince of Wales ; and if any other corps 
should elect, me while you are in the north, pray 
go to them also, and select a substitute for me. I 
am ashamed to give you so much trouble.' ' Don't 
mention it. Prince,' I replied; 'I will cany out 
your instructions to the letter.' 

" Well, gentl^nen, I have been to Kirkintilloch, 
I have been to Xilbogie, to Slamannan, and to Gow- 
caddens, and in each of these places I have made, I 
think, satis&ctory appointments. In one instance 
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the ooips had set tiiair hearts upon a gendeman I 
could not appoint ; but I am bound to saj, that the 
moment ihej became aware of the ground on which 
I stood, they evinced the patriotic and loyal self- 
denial which is characteristic of the volunteer, and 
at once accepted with enthusiasm the gentleman I 
had selected. 

'^ Now, gentlemen, by your selection of the Prince 
to-night you have virtually thrown, as you must see, 
the appointment of your captain into my hands ; finr 
though, as a matter of form, I shall simply propose 
a gentleman to you, you will, as a matter of course, 
accept him; and, standing in this position, I feel 
the giave responsibiHty which rests upon me. On 
the one hand, it is most unpleasant to me to run 
counter to your inclinations ; but on the other, the 
duty I owe to the Prince is paramount. 

''As far as my own convictions go, however, I 
have no hesitation in making my selection* In 
many districts where I might be called upon to sdt 
as I am to-night, I should require time for inquiry 
and consideration ; but here, in Strathkinahan, I find 
ready to my hand the right man, and that in the 
person of one of my oldest and dearest Mends, a 
man of great distinction, high character, probity, 
and Presbyterian principles — a man, in fact, every 
inch a man and a soldier. I allude to my honour- 
able friend Sir William M'Vittie of Ocaig-Vittiei 
Baronet" 
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A perfect howl of indignation rose firom the 
party, upon whom this came like a thunderclap. 
It was necessary to take a high tone at once, so 
" Volunteers I " I cried, raising my voice sternly, 
"you forget in whose presence you virtually are. 
Situated as you are, this unseemly demonstration 
is very nearly approaching to a seditious cry, and I 
trust" (with grim emphasis) "that I shall never 
have to report or to punish sedition in Strathkina- 
han. I propose to you Sir William M^ittie. I am 
sorry there is a prejudice against him, but I can't 
help it. How groundless it is I well know. 

" His views upon certain practical matters, such 
as the dipping of sheep, may not be as healthy as I 
could wish, but a residence in Strathkinahan will 
correct them. As to his being a temperance man, 
that I repudiate, on behalf of my old friend, as a 
personal insult ; and when I tell you that at Court, 
where he is known well, his singular power of con- 
suming claret and other fluids has procured for him 
the nickname of "(lallon'* M*Vittie, you will, I 
think, acquit him of any such baseness." ("Hurrah 1 
hurrah ! " from the doctor and Tom, slightly joined 
in by a few converts.) 

" I beg to propose him, then, as a fit and proper 
person to be Captain of the Strathkinahan Yolun- 
teers, and I expect the proposal to be seconded and 
carried unanimously." 

"Isecondit, Sir Hercules !"cried the doctor, at onca 
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''And it is carried nenu con.^^ I added, hastily. 
^' Gtet paper, pen, and ink, and I will draw the re- 
quisition." 

'' I make so bold as to make a protest against it," 
said the diplomatist. 

It was necessary to nip this sort of thing in the 
bnd by a coup ctStatj so I replied with fierce energy, 
advancing and gobbling at the fellow, '' Hold yonr 
tongae, sir I you ought to be ashamed of yourself 
sir ! All your brother volunteers blush for you, sir I 
Another word, and I shall turn you out of the corps, 
and out of the room, and send you to the lock-up, 
Birl" 

This quelled the fellow ; and the rest of them ac- 
cepted me as apparently a sort of dictator, endowed 
with the fullest legislative and executive powers. No 
&rther difficulty was made ; and after I had ordered 
another roimd of liquor to the health of the Queen, 
another to the health of Sir William, and a third in 
honour of Tom and myself certain hieroglyphs were 
dashingly appended to the requisition; and the meet- 
ing broke up in the highest delight, after singing 
'' Auld Lang Syne," and dancing hand in hand round 
the prostrate and senseless form of the Collector. 

Next morning we departed at daybreak, and posted 
the requisition at the first village. I confess I had 
many misgivings as to what the morning feelings of 
the Volunteers might be, and whether, in my wish 
to serve Tom, I might not have run him into a 
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seiioitt sciape. AH, however, went well, and in 
three weeks I had the BatisSeustion of seeing Sir 
William gazetted. And now I can aasnre my 
readers that the pioos £»nd has turned out to 
admiration. 

The Strathkinahans are now a flourishing corps, 
and Sir William and Tom are still prospering in 
their ofiScial connection with the once tottering 
«Ad Batt" 

For onoe, then, the efforts of a practical joker 
have heen productive of beneficial results, for my 
friend Tom has much benefited therefirom, and 
thereby, in StrathMnahan, the Volunteer institution 
haa b^ placed on a Boiid and eatia&otory basis ; 
BO that though the austere may decline to admit 
the Horatian " Duloe est desipere in loco," perhaps 
the blending in this case of the ^^utHe" with the 
" dulce " may lead them to find extenuating circum- 
stances in the outrageous audacity of my conduct. 
Tom has no doubt whatever on the subject. Look- 
ing over my shoulder as I write, he bawls out — 

"Omne tulit punctum qui miscuit utile dulcL" 
'' Ton earned my point fiur me, old boy, and I'm for 
ever gratefiiL" 



THE PHILOSOPHER'S BABY. 



I nATI been considermg for about a year whether 
I should many Wini&ed Hanway, when I heard 
that she was engaged to the Philosopher. Why did 
she accept him? It is true that he is both imag- 
inative and critical ; but faculties exercised in the 
formation of psychological hypotheses and the labo- 
rious destruction of those of one's neighjxmr, do not 
usually rouse the sympathy of a bright and beauti- 
fol girl, who is more fit to live than to think about 
life. He is certainly handsome, but as certainly his 
clothes are barbarous. His trousers cannot keep 
their shape for a day, and his hats are never new. 
If he notices the rain, he opens an umbrella which 
might have served as an ineffectual protection at 
the time of the Deluge ; if he finds out that it is 
cold, he assumes a garment which might have been 
the everyday coat of Methuselah. His manners are 
as strange as his appearance. He niay often be 
seen walking in the Park at the fashionable hour 
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with a &r-off look in his eyes, and his hat throst 
back as if to lessen the external pressure on his 
active brain ; more rarely you may hear him burst- 
ing into enthusiasm in Piccadilly, though Piccadilly 
is the last place in which a man should allow him- 
self to be enthusiastic. In short, though he is a 
true Mend, he is an uncomfortable acquaintance ; 
and his yolcanio utterances, after long periods of 
calm contemplation, cause such shocks to one's 
nerves as would be conveyed to the Simday citizen 
by the eruption of Primrose HilL But if it was odd 
that the beautiful Winifred Hanway shouH maixy 
my friend, it was yet more odd that he should 
marry any one. There were no topics more certain 
to excite an explosion in the philosopher than the 
excessive population of the coimtiy, and the whole- 
some solitude of the Thinker. " How," he would 
fiercely ask, " can a man think effectually on funda- 
mental subjects, who is compelled by the despicable 
circumstances of his life to exhaust his analytical 
&culty in considering how to pay his butcher and 
when to buy his coals ? I tell you, sir, it's better 
to starve with cold and himger than to debase one's 
noblest part to a game of skill with a grasping 
grocer." Again and again I had heard him declaim 
in this preposterous fashion ; and after all, he was 
going to the altar like any other victim, and would 
doubtless take a house upon his back with the 
docility of a snail. 
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I oonld not solve the problem ; I would not give 
it np. So, fall of the determination to drag 
Diogenes out of his tub, and the secret out of 
Diogenes, I stepped round the comer to oflTer my 
congratulations. My friend was in his study appar- 
ently writing, really eating a quill pen. He rose at 
me with a rush, wrung my hand tiU it ached, and 
blushed rather uncomfortably. Congratulations are 
the curse of the Briton. Whether he is offering 
them or receiving them, he is generally obliged to 
take refuge in intermittent hand-shaking, and most 
of his sentences tail off into grunts and groans. 
But on this occasion it was evident that the philo- 
sopher had something ready to say, and was nerv- 
ously anxious to say it. Indeed I had hardly said 
more than " My dear fellow, I don't know when 
• • • I really am so awfully glad, I . • • it*s in 
every way so, such a satisfectory, you know • • . 
I really do wish all possible, and all that sort of 
thing, you know " — ^when he burst in with a speech 
so fluently delivered, that I knew I was not his 
earliest visitor that morning. '' Of course it*s taken 
you by surprise," he said, "as I knew it would; 
but the truth is, that I have been thinking of it for 
a long time, and I am sure I am right." Here I 
tried to get in an expression of wonder at his new 
notion of duty, but he was bent on being rid of the 
matter, and hurried on to his reasons. ''In the 
first place," said he, ''I am sure that, instead of 
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increasixig mj domestic womes, my Tnarriage will 
transfer them in a body to my wife ; and^ secondly, 
when I consider the Yast number of fools who are 
every day bom into the worid, I am terrified by 
the pictm^ (£ what the neirt generation will be, if 
the thinkars of this are to be withotrt soocessors." 
Haying discharged his reasons in this wise, tho 
oarator stood blinlrfng at me as if he feared dissent, 
but I was too astounded by his magnificent aadacity 
to reply. Slowly a look of peace stole back into 
his bicey a pleasant light dawned in his eyes, and 
the promise of a smile played at the comer of his 
month. His remarkable finency was gone, and in- 
deed his voice sonnded quite dioky when he said^ 
''Johnny, yon don't know what an angel she is." 
A light broke in upon me. ''Philosopher/' I said, 
"I believe yon are going to be married because 
yon fell in love?'' "Perhaps yon are ri^t," said 
the pfailoaophei; 

After the wedding, the philosopher and his wife 
went abroad for an indefinite pmod, and their 
firiends heard but little- of them. He wrote to no- 
body, and she did not write to me. Yet there were 
oocaslanal rumours. Now they were breathing the 
keen air of the Engadine, now sinking to the chest- 
nuts and vines of Chiavenna ; now ha was lashing 
himself to tceaxy over the treasures ot Borne ; now 
she was gazing with sweet northern eyes across the 
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glowing aplendotir of the Bay of Naples. Then 
they were in Germany, and about to settle for life 
in a university town ; bnt anon had fled from it in 
haste after a long night's dispute, in the course of 
which my learned friend had wellnigh come to' 
blows with the university's most celebrated pro- 
fessor. 

At last I heard that they were again in London, 
and, fdU of enthusiasm, darted round the comer to 
welcome them home. Nobody was with them but 
Mrs Hanway, Winifred's mother. I would enter 
imannoimced, and surprise the philosopher. I en- 
tered unannoimced, and was surprised myself. Was 
this the effect of matrimony or of foreign travel? 
Each occupant of the room was engaged in an exer- 
cise wholly unconnected, as it seemed, with those 
of the rest. My friend's wife, the lady whom I had 
ahnost loved, queen of all grace and comeliness^ 
was appearing and disappearmg Uke a flash behind 
the day's ' Times,' showing at the moments of dis- 
closure a &ce flushed with excitement, and lustrous 
coils of hair tumbled into the wildest disorder, 
whHe she accompanied the whole performance with 
strange and inarticulate sounds. Her mother, the 
same Mrs Hanway who was so perfect a model of 
dress and carriage that many of her lady friends 
were wont to lament among themselves that she 
gave herself such airs, was seated on the floor 
dressed for walking but without her bonnet. Yes, 

s.s. — I. z 
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Bhe was certainly dramming on an inverted tea-tray 
with the wrong end of the poker. And the philoso- 
pher ? It was perplexing, after three years' separa- 
tion, to meet him thns. The philosopher was can- 
tering round the room on all-fours, wearing on his 
head his own waste-paper basket. Briskly he can- 
tered round, ever and anon frisking like a lamb in 
spring-time, untU he reached my feet, which were 
rooted to the spot with astonishment. He glanced 
up sideways, rose with a cry to the normal attitude 
of man, and grasped me by the hand. At the 
fiound of his voice, his wife dropp^g the paper from 
lier hands raised them quickly to her hair ; and his 
mother-in-law, with as much dignity as the effort 
would allow, scrambled on to her feet. Then in an 
instant the cause of their eccentric conduct was 
made clear. Throned upon the hearthrug, and 
showing by a gracious smile a few of the newest 
teeth, sat a fine baby of some fifteen months. In 
one dimpled fist was tightly clenched the brush, 
which had so neatly arrangred the mother's braids ; 
while lie otherwas engagSin poundmgthe grand! 
mother's best bonnet into a shapeless mass. 

We were all somewhat embarrassed except the 
baby. The ladies knew that they were untidy, and 
I that I was an intruder. As for the learned &ther, 
he stood now on one leg and now on the other, 
while he shifted the waste-paper basket from hand 
to hand, and continued to smile almost as persever- 
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inglj as his amiable ofispring. Yet it was he who 
at last put ah end to our awkward position by ex- 
pressing a wild desire to have my opinion of the 
new curtains in his study. Bather sheepishly I 
said good-bye to the lady of the house, trying to 
express by my eyes that I would never call again 
unannounced. I knew that Mrs Hanway had not 
forgiven me, as I humbly took the two fingers 
which she offered ; and I felt like a brute, as the 
most important member of the family condescended 
to leave a damp spot by the edge of my left 
whisker. 

When, however, I had been swept down-stairs by 
my impulsive friend, and was alone with him in his 
den, my courage returned, and with it some indig- 
nation. I confronted him, and sternly asked why I 
had not been told that he was a &ther. '^ Not been 
told?" echoed he ; " do you mean to say that you 
did not know about the Baby ? " " Not so much as 
that it was," I replied, gloomily. He was over- 
whelmed : of course he had supposed that every 
one knew it from the Queen downwards. Of course 
fifty people ought to have told me, who of course 
had told me everything else. At last my curiosity 
got the better of my indignation, and I cut short 
his apologies by beginning my questions — "Does 
the shape of its head content you ? " I asked. " The 
shape of whose what?" cried the philosopher, 
apparently too surprised for grammar. " Of the 
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baby's bead, of ooarse," I replied, tartly ; ^ I merely 
wisb to know if the child is likely to be as ixitel- 
lectnal as yon hoped." " Isn't the hair lovely ? " he 
asked, inoonseqnently. This was too much, and 
assmning my severest manner I delirered myself 
in this wise — '^ I thought, thongh no doubt I waa 
wrong, that the use of a baby to you would ba 
partly to furnish you with raw material for a philo- 
sopher, partly to enable you by constant observa* 
tion to gain further evidence bearing on such vexed 
questions as, whether the infiuit gains its idea of 
space by feeling about, whether it is conscious of 
itself, &a" " Well," he said, laughing, " I don't 
expect much help from my infeint in those matters^ 
unless I can get inside her and Hiink her thoughts.'^ 
"Her thoughts?" cried I, in amazement; "you 
don't mean to say if s a girl ? Good gracious I you 
are not going to educate a female philosopher?" 
He looked rather vexed. " Of course if s a girl,** 
he said. " The &ther of a female philosopher ! " I 
gasped. '^Dear me!" said he, somewhat testily f 
" isn't it enough to be &ther of a noble woman?" 

I^ow I have often put up with a great deal from 
my learned friend, and am quite aware that I have 
been spoken of as " Bozzy " behind my back. But 
there is a turning-point even for the worm, and 
nobody will sit for ever at the feet which are con- 
stantly kicking him. I had been snubbed more 
than enough by this illogical parent, and assum* 
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ing my most earoastio manner, I inquired, with an 
appearance of deference — ^^Is it not rather early 
to speak of your daughter as a noble woman ? " 
''Not at all,'' said the philosopher. 

I had kept aloof from the philosopher for some 
weeks, nursing my wrath, like Achilles I said to 
myself — cross as a bear, I overheard my landlady 
say in the passage — ^when I received a hasty note 
begging me to come to him at once. I £amcied 
myself snmmoned to a ooimcil of chiefs ; so, having 
donned my shining armour, I left my tent with fit- 
ting dignity, and descended with a clang into the 
plain. Yet I could not but be aware of my land- 
lady's eye piercing me through the crack of the 
parlour-door purposely left ajar, and of the hasty 
flapping of loose slippers which told of the startled 
slavey's flight into the abyss below. 

An unusual sflenoe held my friend's house that 
morning. The door was opened, before I had time 
to ring, by a melancholy fixytman, who, walking 
before me with the elaborate delicacy of an Agag, 
noiselessy ushered me into the study. It was my 
lot to be again rooted to the spot with amazement. 
By the book-case, in a shaded comer of the room, 
with his head bowed low upon his hands, knelt 
the philosopher. Here was a long step from the 
fliege of Troy, from the simple wrath of a child- 
like hero to the most complex embarrassment of 
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an heir of all the ages. What should I do ? The 
dismal menial had fled to the shades, without a 
word, without even a glance into the room. If I 
retreated, I left my friend unaided, and remained 
ignorant of the cause of his strange conduct. If I 
advanced, I was again the intruder on a scene not 
prepared for my inspection. In an agony of hesita- 
tion I fell to brushing my hat with my elbow ; but 
not finding the expected relief in the occupation, I 
was about to desist, when my hat decided what my 
head could not, by Mling with a crack on the floor. 
The effect was electricaL Without one glance at 
the intruder, the philosopher made a grab at the 
nearest book-shel^ dragged out a Yolume which 
had not been touched for half a century, and hunted 
for nothing in its pages with frantic eagerness. He 
was still at it, when I stood over him and noted 
without wonder that he held the book upside down; 
then with the poorest imitation of surprise which I 
have ever seen, he rose and grasped my hand. 
'^Tou found me on the track of something," he 

said; "I was looking it out in — ^in ^ 

Here it occurred to him that he did not know the 
name of the venerable tome which he had so rudely 
disturbed; and with a heightened colour and a 
sudden change of manner he turned quickly to 
me and said, "My child is ilL" I felt positively 
guilty. I had been angry with that baby for mak- 
ing my wise friend foolishi for not being a boy, for 
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being caJled '^ a noble woman.'' Was it not shame- 
ful that a great hulking brute should sneer at a 
weak thing that could not even answer with a 
taunt? Were not my clumsy sarcasms enough to 
crush so delicate a plant ? The poor little " noble 
woman " was in danger, and I could do nothing to 
help her. There were tears in the eyes which were 
looking into mine for comfort ; but I had nothing 
ready to say. 

"I could not stand being alone," he muttered, 
after a short silence ; " the doctor is with her now, 
and in a moment I may hear that my little daughter 
must — in fact may hear the worst." 

While he was speaking, I seemed to have fifty 
consoling remarks to offer ; but when he stopped, 
no one sentence would disengage itself &om the 
rest. What I blurted out at last seems almost 
ridiculous as I look back on it. 

"You must hope for the best," I said; "you 
know she has youth on her side." 

The words were scarcely out of my mouth when 
I heard a measured step upon the stairs ; presently 
the door was opened by the noiseless footman, and 
^the most &mous of London doctors entered the 
room. My friend leaned heavily on my arm, but 
looked at the man of science with seeming calm. 

" I am happy to say," said the physician, cheer- 
ily, " that our little friend is going on as well as 
possible." 
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** And she is out of danger?" 

" She never was in it." 

*' Never in danger?'' cried I, almoet difiappointed. 

'^She has nothing the matter with her/' he re- 
plied, " but a slight feverish cold. I have seldom 
seen a finer or more healthy child. Qood morning." 

I never was more annoyed. Here was a waste 
of my finest feelings. Here was I stirred to the 
depth, wellnigh moved to tears, by a baby's fever- 
ish cold. Of conrse I was very glad that it was no 
worse ; bnt my friend was too absurd, and I would 
not spare him. 

"Won't you resume your studies?" I asked, sar- 
castically, pointing to the disturbed book, which 
was lying on the ground at our feet. His humility 
might have disarmed me : " I am a&aid Fve been a 
fool," he said ; " but if you had seen hor all flushed 
and breathing hard ; and then she is so small and 
fragUe." 

"Yes, for a noble woman," I remarked; he re- 
ceived the dart meekly. "Philosopher," said I, 
suddenly, determined to rouse him at any cost, 
" when I entered this room, you were engaged in 
prayer." His colour certainly deepened. ^' May I 
ask," I inquired with an appearance of defer^ice, 
"whedier you were addressing yourself to the 
Personal First Cause, or to the Unknowable — ^but 
peifaaps you were merely bowing to the rational 
order of the Universe?" 
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He made a gesture of impatience, but answered 
still with stadied moderation, '^ I was alone and in 
trouble." 

"And the efficacy of prayer?" I asked. 

" For heaven's sake," cried he, bursting into ex- 
citement, " stop your jargon I Nothing shows such 
ignorance of a suligect as having aU its cant phrases 
on the tip of your tongue. Can't I speak to God 
without expecting to be paid for it?" 

This was turning the tables. If he was going to 
take to questions, I knew I should end by admitting 
myself a fooL So to avoid a Socratic dialogue I 
put my hand on my friend's shoulder and said : 
" Y<m are a good man, philosopher ; may yon and 
the ' noble woman ' live a thousand years." 

"Thank you," he said, simply; "and now you 
nmst let me go and sing a ptean with the nobler 
woman, my patient Penelope, my sweet wife." 

So he went with long strides over the asphodel 
meadow, and I betook myself to my tent full of 
pleasant thoughts* 



THE SECRET CHAMBER 

[DedieaUdto the inquiren in tkt Norman Totoer.] 
BY M. 0. W. OLIPHANT. 



CHAPTER I. 

CASTLE GOWRIE is one of the most famous 
and interesting in all Scotland. It is a beau- 
tiful old house, to start with, — ^perfect in old feudal 
grandeur, with its clustered turrets and walls that 
could withstand an army, — its labyrinths, its hidden 
stairs, its long mysterious passages — passages that 
seem in many cases to lead to nothing, but of which 
no one can be too sure what they lead to. Tho 
front, with its fine gateway and flanking towers, is 
approached now by velvet lawns, and a peaceful, 
beautiful old avenue, with double rows of trees, 
like a cathedral ; and the woods out of which these 
grey towers rise, look as soft and rich in foliage, if 
not so lofty in growth, as the groves of the South. 
But this softness of aspect is all new to the place, — 
that is, new within the century or two which count 
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for bnt little in the histoij of a dwelling-place, some 
part of which, at least, has been standing since the 
days when the Saxon Athelings brought snch sheure 
of the arts as belong to them, to solidify axid regu- 
late the original Celtic art which reared incised 
stones upon rude burial-places, and twined mystic 
knots on its crosses, before historic days. Even of 
this primitive decoration there are relics at Gowrie, 
where the twistings and twinings of Eunic cords 
appear still on some bits of ancient wall, solid as 
rocks, and almost as everlasting. From these to 
the graceful French turrets, which recall many a 
grey chateau, what a long interval of years I But 
these are filled with stirring chronicles enough, 
besides the dim, not always decipherable records, 
which different developments of architecture have 
left on the old house. The Earls of Growrie had 
been in the heat of every commotion that took 
place on or about the Highland line for more gen- 
erations than any but a Celtic pen could record. 
Bebellions, revenges, insurrections, conspiracies, 
nothing in which blood was shed and lands lost, 
took place in Scotland, in which they had not had 
a share ; and the annals of the house are very full, 
and not without many a stain. They had been a 
bold and vigorous race — with much evil in them, 
and some good ; never insignificant, whatever else 
they might be. It could not be said, however, that 
they are remarkable nowadays. Since the first 
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Stuart rising, known in Scotland as ^^ the Fifteen," 
they have not done much that has been worth 
recLx^; but yet tieir fiunily history has always 
been of an unusual kind. The Bandolphs could 
not be called eccentric in themselves : on the con- 
trary, when you knew them, they were at bottom a 
respectable race, full of all the coimtry-gentleman 
virtues ; and yet their public career, such as it was, 
had been marked by the strangest leaps and jerks 
of viciBsitnde. You would haTVsaid an ixnpuiive, 
&nciM femily — now malring a grasp at some 
visionary advantage, now roslmig into some wild 
roecnlation, now making a sudden saUy into puUio 
r-lmt ^n WS^ into mediocrity, no' awe 
apparently, even when the impulse was purely sel- 
fish and mercenary, to keep it up. But this would 
not have been at all a true conception of the &mily 
character; their actual virtues were not of the 
imaginative order, and their fireaks were a mystery 
to their friends. Nevertheless these freaks were 
what the general world was most aware of in the 
Bandolph race. The late Earl had be^i a represent 
tative peer of Scotland (they had no English title), 
and had made quite a wonderful start, and for a 
year or two had seemed about to attain a very 
eminent place in Scotch a£&irs ; but his ambition 
was found to have made use of some very equivocal 
modes of gaining influence, and he dropped accord* 
ingly at once and for ever from the political firma* 
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inent. This was qiiite a cozmnon circmnstaiice in 
the femily. An apparently brilliant beginning, a 
discovery of evil means adopted for ambitious ends, 
a sndden subsidence, and the curious conclusion at 
the end of everything that this schemer, this un- 
scrupulous speculator or politician, was a dull, good 
man after all — unambitious, contented, full of 
domestic kindness and benevolence. This family 
peculiarity made the history of the Eandolphs a 
very strange one, broken by the oddest int^rrup- 
tions, and with no consistency in it. There was 
another circumstance, however, which attracted still 
more the wonder and observation of the public. 
For one who can appreciate such a recondite matter 
as &mily character, there are hundreds who are 
interested in a feunily secret, and this the house of 
Eandolph possessed in perfection. It was a mys- 
tery which piqued the imagination and excited the 
interest of the entire country. The story went^ 
that somewhere hid amid the massive walls and 
tortuous passages there was a secret chamber in 
Gowrie Castle. Everybody knew of its existence ; 
but save the Earl, his heir, and one other person, 
not of the family, but filling a confidential post in 
their service, no mortal knew where this mysterious 
hiding-place was. There had been countless guesses 
made at it, and expedients of all kinds invented 
to find it out. Every visitor who ever entered the 
old gateway, nay, even passing travellers who saw 
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the tnirets from the road| searched keenly for some 
trace of this mjsterious chamber. But all guesses 
and researohes were equally in vain. 

I was about to say that no ghost-story I ever 
heard of has been so steadily and long believed. 
But this would be a mistake, for nobody knew even 
with any certainty that there was a ghost con- 
nected with it. A secret chamber was nothing^ 
wonderfol in so old a house. No doubt they exist 
in many such old houses, and are always curious 
and interesting — strange relics, more moving than 
any history, of the time when a man was not safe in 
his own house, and when it might be necessaiy to 
secure a refuge beyond the reach of spies or traitors 
at a moment's notice. Such a refuge was a neces- 
sity of life to a great medieval noble. The peculiar- 
ity about this secret chamber, however, was, that 
some secret connected with the very existence of 
the &mny was always understood to be involved in 
it. It was not only the secret hiding-place for an 
emergency, a kind of historical possession presup- 
posing the importance of his race, of which a man 
might be honestly proud ; but there was something 
hidden in it of which assuredly the race could not 
be proud. It is wonderful how easily a £unily 
learns to pique itself upon any distinctive posses- 
sion. A ghost is a sign of importance not to be 
despised ; a haunted room is worth as much as the 
richest &rm to the complacency of the family that 
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owns it. And no donbt the younger branches of the 
Crowrie family — ^the light-minded portion of the race 
— ^felt this, and were proud of their unfiaithomablo 
secret, and felt a thrill of agreeable awe and piquant 
suggestion go through them, when they remem- 
bered the mysterious something which they did 
not know in their fiuniliar home. That thrill ran 
through the entire circle of visitors, and children, 
and servants, when the Earl peremptorily forbade a 
projected improvement, or stopped a reckless ex« 
ploration. They looked at each other with a pleas- 
urable shiver. "Did you hear?" they said. " He 
will not let Lady Gowrie have that closet she wants 
so much in that bit of walL He sent the workmen 
about their business before they could touch it, 
though the wall is twenty feet thick if it is an inch ; 
ah ! " said the visitors, looking at each other ; and 
this lively suggestion sent tinglings of excitement 
to their very finger-points; but even to his wife, 
mourning the commodious closet she had intended, 
the Earl made no explanations. For anything she 
knew, it might be there, next to her room, this 
mysterious lurking-place ; and it may be supposed 
that this suggestion conveyed to Lady Gowrie's 
veins a thrill more keen and strange, perhaps, too 
vivid to be pleasant. But she was not in the fav- 
oured or unfortunate number of those to whom the 
truth could be revealed. 

I need not say what the different theories on the 
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subject were. Some thought there had been a 
treacherous massacre there, and that the secret 
chamber was blocked hj the skeletons of murdered 
guests, — a treachery no doubt covering the &mily 
with shame in its day, but so condcmed by lon^ 
softening of years as to have all the shame taken 
out of it. The Eandolphs could not have felt their 
character affected by any such interesting historical 
record. They were not so morbidly sensitiyeu 
Some said, on the other hand, that Earl Bobert^ 
the wicked Earl, was shut up there in everlasting 
penance, playing cards with the devil for his souL 
But it would have been too great a feather in the 
fiunily cap to have thus got the devil, or even one 
of his angels, bottled up, as it were, and safely in 
hand, to make it possible that any lasting stigma, 
could be connected with, such a &ct as this. What 
a thing it would be to know where to lay one's 
hand upon the Prince of Darkness, and prove him 
once for all, cloven foot and everything else, to the 
confusion of gainsay ers ! 

So this was not to be received as a satis&ctory 
solution, nor could any other be suggested which 
was more to the purpose. The popular mind gave 
it up, and yet never gave it up; and still every- 
body who visits Gowrie, be it as a guest, be it 
as a tourist, be it only as a gazer from a passing 
carriage, or from the flying railway train which 
just glimpses its turrets in the distance, daily and 
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jeeaSj spends a oertam anaoimt of ctmoEaty, womdexh 
meot^ and conjeetuie abcFut the Seeret GhaiztbeE — - 
the most piquant and trndisooveKaUe wonder whick 
has endured nnguessedcuid undeciphered to modeis . 
times.. 

This was how the nm^r stood when young John 
Eandolph^ Lord Lind(»esy came of age. He was a 
yoimg man. of great character and energy^ not Wb^ 
the nsoal Bandolpb strain — ior, as wa have saidi, 
the type of chazaeter common in this romantically- 
sitnated family; notwithstanding the erratic infii> 
dents common to them, was that of duhiess aad- 
honesty, espeeially in their early days. But young 
Lindores wa& not so. He waa honest and hanonr« 
ahie, but not dull. He had gone tfaroagli alinost 
a remarkable course at school and at the uniyersify 
— not perhaps in quite the ordinaxy way of scbcdaiv 
ship, but Plough to attract men's eyes to him. 
He had made mose^than one great E^ech at the 
Unions He was fiill of ambition, and force, and life,, 
intending all sorts of great things^ and meaning to 
make his poedtion a stepping-^tone to all that waa 
excellent in public lifa^ Not for him the country- 
gentleman existence which was congenial to hia 
&ther. The idea of succeeding to the &mily 
honours and becoming a mere Sjcotch peer, either 
represented or representatiye, filled him witb horror^ 
and filial piety in hia case was made warm by alL 
the energy of personal hope, when he prayed thai. 

8.8. — ^L 2 ▲ 
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his &th6r might UtOi if not for eyer, jet longer 
than any Lord Gowrie had lived for the hst oentniy 
or two. He was as snre of his election for the 
oonnty the next time there was a chance, as any- 
body can be certain of anything ; and in the mean- 
time he meant to travel, to go to America, to go no 
one could tell where, seeking for instroction and 
experience, as is the manner of highnspirited young 
men with parliamentaiy tendencies in the present 
day. In former times he would have gone ''to the 
wars in the Hie Germame,** or on a cmsade to the 
Holy Land ; but the days of the cmsaders and of 
the soldiers of fortmie being over, Lindores followed 
the fitshion of his time. He had made all his 
arrangements for his tonr, which his fother did not 
oppose. On the contrary. Lord Gtowiie encom:aged 
all those plans, though with an air of melancholy- 
indulgence which his son could not understimd. 
^It will do you good/' he said, with a sigh. " Yes, 
yes, my boy; the best thing for you." This, no 
doubt, was true enough ; but there was an implied 
feeling that the young man would require some-* 
thing to do him good — that he would want the 
soothing of change and the gratification of his 
wishes, as one might speak of a convalescent or 
the victim of some calamity. This tone puzzled 
Lindores, who, though he thought it a fine thing 
to travel and acquire information, was as scornful 
of the idea of being done good to, as is natural 



THB fiSOBXT CSAMBXR. 147 

to any fine yonng fellow fresh from Oxford and 
the trinrnphs of the Union. But he reflected that 
the old school had its own waj of treating things, 
and was satisfied. All was settled accordingly for 
this jonmey, before he came home to go through 
the ceremonial performances of the coming of age, 
the dinner of the tenantry, the speeches, the con* 
gratnlations, his father's banquet, his mother's balL 
It was in summer, and the country was as gay as 
all the entertainments that were to be given in his 
honour. His fiiend who was going to accompany 
him on his tour, as he had accompanied him through 
a considerable portion of his life — Almerio Ffieurring* 
ton, a young man of the same aspirations — came^ 
up to Scotland with him for these festivities. And 
as they rushed through the night on the Oreat 
Northern Bailway, in the intervals of two napi^ 
they had a scrap of conversation as to these birth- 
day glories. '^ It will be a bore, but it will not 
last long," said lindores. They were both of the 
opinion that everything that did not produce in* 
fiormation or promote culture was a bore. 

^'But is there not a revelation to be made ta 
you, among all the other things you have to go 
through ?** said Ffisurington. ^'Have not you to 
be introduced to the secret chamber, and all that 
sort of thing? I should like to be of the party 
there, Lmdores." 

^'Ah,** said the heir, ^a had forgotten that pari 
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oF itf^ ninoii, however^ was notthe-eMe. ^ Indeed 
I don't know if I am to be toli Er^ik fisffiiilj 
dpgnuui azB shaken nowadays." 

" Oh, I should insist on that," said Ffiunington^ 
lighdjr. ^^ It is not man j who have the chance of 
paying sndb. a visit — ^better than Home and all th» 
mediam& I dbonld insist upon that." 

^'I hwre no zeason to 8iqypofi& that it has any 
connectioa with Home or the medimnsy" said lii^ 
doresy. Bl%htly netded. He waa himsdf an esprit 
fori; hat a mystery in one's own &mily is not Hka^. 
vulgar mysteries* He liked it to be respected* 

'^Oh, no offence," said his coii^»anion* 'T have< 
ahmys thought that a railway train would be a^ 
gisat chance for the spirits. If one were to i^w 
suddenly in that vacant seat beside you^ what a 
triumphaiDt proof of their existence that would 
be t but they don't takft advantage c^ their oppois- 
tunities." 

Lindores could not. tell what it waa that made 
him think at that moment of a pwtrait he had seexk 
in a back rocmi at the caade* of dd Earl Bobert, ih.^ 
wicked Ead. It was a bad portrait — ^a daub — ^a 
copy made by an amateur c^ the genuine portrait^ 
which, out of honor of Earl Bobwt and hie wicked 
ways, had been removed by some intermediate lord 
from its plaoe in the gallery. lindores had neves, 
seen the original — ^nothing but this daub of a cc^y. 
Yet somehow this face occurred to him by scnne 
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vteange link of anociation--«ee]xied to came into 
Im eym 3B im ineiid xpdke. As^t Aivbt ma 
over trim, It^was stru^. JSe made no reply to 
M&rdngbaii, bat set Mm&elf to think how it oonld 
be that the latent preeenoe in Ms inind of some 
anticipation of this approaching disckmnre, touched 
into life by bis friend's suggestion, dionld have 
laJled ont of Us memory a momentary realisation 
cif tbe admowledged magician of ihe funiiy. This 
sentence is &11 of long woa-ds ; but unfortimBtely 
iong words aro reqoired in sndi a oase. And the 
^^procesB wasTery Boaiile wiwn yon traced it out. It 
-was the clearest case of uncoEDSoions cerebraticHi. 
He shut hk eyes by way of seeming pri^rapy while 
^e tbonght it oat ; jmd being taxed, ^and not at 'all 
jjlarmed hj his Tmconsdous cesebration, beforo be 
flpened tbem again &11 &st asleep. 

And his birthday, wldob was 1^ day foUowing 
bis arrival at Glenlyon, was « yery bosy day. He 
bad not tbne to think -of anything but 'die immediate 
4xscttpations of titte moment. Public and private 
greeting, congratnlationB, xxfiferi^gs, poured upon 
binL 39ie Gowries wece popular in this geneia- 
.tion, wbicb was &r from being usual m the &mily. 
Xady Gowrie was Idnd jmd generous, with that 
kiiucbess which comas from the beart, and whidi 
is the only kindness likely to impress the ke«i- 
sigbted popular judgment; and Lord Gowrie bad 
•but Htde of tbe ^qobrooal reputation of his pre- 
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deoessora. lliqr oonld be splendid now and then 
on great oooauone, though in general thej were 
homely enough; all whidi the publio likes. It 
was a bore, Lindores said ; bnt jet the young man 
did not dislike the honours, and the adulation, and 
all the hearty speeches and good wishes. It is 
sweet to a young man to feel himself the centre of 
eo many hopes. It seemed very reasonable to him 
— ^veiy natural — ^tliat he should be so, and that the 
£inners should feel a pride of anticipation in think- 
ing of his future speeches in Parliament. He pro- 
mised to them with the sincerest good fedth that 
Jhe would not disappoint their expectations — that 
lie would feel their interest in him an additional 
spur. What so natural as that interest and these 
expectations? He was almost solemnised by hi^r 
own position — so young, looked up to by so many- 
people — so many hopes depending on him ; and yet 
it was quite naturaL His &ther, however, was 
etill more solemnised than Lindores — and this was 
etrange, to say the least. His &oe grew graver and 
graver as the day went on, till it almost seemed as 
if he were dissatisfied with his son's popularity, or 
iiad some painful thought weighing on his mind* 
He was restless and eager for the termination of 
the dinner, and to get rid of his guests ; and as 
«oon as they were gone, showed an equal anxiely 
that his son should retire too. '' Oo to bed at once, 
as a &vour to me/' Lord Qowrie said* ^ You wiU 
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have a great deal of &tigae — ^to-moirow.** "You 
need not be afraid for me, sir/' said Lindores, half 
afironted ; but he obeyed, being tired. He had not 
once thought of the secret to be disclosed to him, 
through all that long day. But when he woke 
suddenly with a start in the middle of the night, 
to find the candles all lighted in his room, and his 
fiither standing by his bedside, Lindores instantly 
thought of it, and in a moment felt that the leading 
event — ^the chief incident of all that had happened 
— ^was going to take place now. 



CHAPTER XL 

Lord Gowrie was veiiy grave, and veiy pale. Ho 
was standing with his hand on his son's shoulder 
to wake him; his dress was unchanged from the 
moment they had parted. And the sight of this 
formal costume was veiy bewildering to the young 
man as he started up in his bed. But next moment 
he seemed to know exactly how it was, and, more 
than that, to have known it all his life. Explana- 
tion seemed unnecessary. At any other moment^ 
in any other place, a man would be startled to be 
suddenly woke up in the middle of the night. But 
Lindores had no such feeling ; he did not even ask a 
question, but sprang up, and fixed his eyes, taking 
in all the strange dionmstances, on his&thei'sfiGuse. 
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" Gtet up, my Ixjy,** abM Lord Gtywrie, *" and dzeaa 
88 qtdciklj tM joa osn ; it is fbll time. I faare 
lighted yoQT candles, and your thmgs are all ready. 
Ytm have bad a good long sleep.** 

Even now he did not ask, What is it? as xm^d^ 
oxy other circumstances he would have done. He 
got tip vriffaout a word, with an impulse of norvons 
speed and rapidity of movement sneb as only ex- 
cateraent can give, and dressed himself his &1iier 
helping him silently. It was a oiirioas scene : the 
room gleaming with lights, the -silence, tiie ht trri e d 
toilet, the stillness of deep night all aromid. The 
house, though so fall, and with the echoes of festivity 
but just over, was quiet as if ihere was not a crea- 
ture within it — ^more quiet, indeed, for the stiUness 
of vacancy is not half so impressive as the stillness 
of hushed and shnnbermg life. 

Lord Gowrie went to the table when tins first 
vtep ivas over, and poured out a glass of wine &om 
B bottle which stood there, — a rich, golden-coloured, 
perfum y -wine, which sent its sc^it through the 
loom. ^ You will want all your strength,*' he s«fld ; 
^tate this before you ga It is ih.e £»iious Im- 
perial Totay ; there is only a Kttle left 5 and you 
^win want all your strengtiu" 

lindores took Ihe wine ; he had never drunk any 
Idro it before, -and the peculiar fragrance remained 
in ins mind, as perfemes so often do, with a whole 
"world of asBociation in them* His &th<^'s eyes 
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'•dwelt upon Iiim wiiSi a melandic^y fiyinpatliy* 
*'You are going to encoimter the greatest trial of 
-your life," he said; and taking the young man's 
hand into his, felt his pulse. '^ It is quick, but it 
is quite &*m, and you have had a good loBg sle^." 
mien he did what it needs a great deal of presBure 
ix) induce an ISngtishman to do, — ^he kissed his sou 
on the oheek. " &od bless you ! " he saad -feltering. 
^"'Come, now, efverything is ready, lindoies." 

Ho took up in his hand a small lamp, winch he 
Ixad apparently brought with him, and led the ^ay. 
1By this time lindoFos began to feel Himself agaon, 
and to wake to the oonsciousness of all his own 
'Superiorities and ^ilightenments. The simple sense 
Ihat he was one of the members of a ^mily with 
a mystery, and that the moment of his perooiml 
^noounter with this Bpeoial pow^r of d^kness had 
oome, had been the &Bt thriUing, overwhehmng 
thought. But now as he followed his &1^r, 
Tdndores began to remember that he himself was 
not altogether like otiier men ; ^^lat there was that 
'in him which would make it natural that he should 
i&row some light, hit^rto untliought of, upon this 
carefully-preserved daikness. What secret erven 
there might be in it — secret <jf hereditary tendency, 
of psychic force, of menfeal eonfcvmation, or c€ some 
tmrious comlnnarien t>f -dbroamstances at "once more 
«nd less potent than these — ^it was fcft him to find 
0at. He gathered -all his forces about him, re* 
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minded himself of modem enlightemnent^ and 
bode liis nerveB be steel to all Tolgar honoraL 
He, toOy felt his own pulse aa he followed his 
&ther. To spend the night perhaps amongst the 
skeletons of that old-world massacre, and to 
repent the sins of his ancestors — to be bronght 
within the range of some optical illusion believed 
in hitherto bj all the generations, and which, 
no doubt, was of a startling kind, or his &ther 
would not look so serious, — anj of these he felt 
himself quite strong to encounter. His heart 
and spirit rose. A young man has but seldom the 
opportunity of distinguishing himself so early in 
his career; and his was such a chance as occurs 
to veiy few. No doubt it was something that 
would be extremely trying to the nenres and 
imagination. He called up all his powers to 
vanquish both. And along with this call upon 
himself to exertion, there was the less serious 
impulse of curiosity: he would see at last what 
the Secret Chamber was, where it was, how it 
fitted into the labyrinths of the old house. This 
he tried to put in its due place as a most interest- 
ing object He said to himself that he would wil- 
lingly have gone a long journey at any time to be 
present at sudi an exploration; and there is no 
doubt that, in other drcumstanoes, a -secret cham- 
ber, with probably some unthought-of historical 
interest in it^ would have been a very fascinating 
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disooYeiy* He tried very hard to excite himself 
about this ; but it was cnrions how fictitious he felt 
the interest, and how conscious he was that it was 
an effort to feel anj curiositj at all on the subject. 
The fact was, that the Secret Chamber was entire- 
Ij secondary — ^thrown back, as all accessories are, 
by a more pressing interest. The overpowering 
thought of what was in it drove aside all healthy, 
natural curiosity about itsel£ 

It must not be supposed, however, that the &ther 
and son had a long way to go to have time for all 
these thoughts. Thoughts travel at lightning 
speed, and there was abundant leisure for this 
between the time they had left the door of Lin- 
dores' room, and gone down the corridor, no further 
off than to Lord Gk>wrie's own chamber, naturally 
one of the chief rooms of the house. Kearly op- 
posite this, a few steps further on, was a little 
neglected room devoted to lumber, with which 
lindores had been familiar all his life. Why this 
nest of old rubbish, dust, and cobwebs should be 
80 near the bedroom of the head of the house had 
been a matter of surprise to many people — ^to the 
guests who saw it while ezplormg, and to each 
new servant in succession who planned an attack 
upon its ancient stores, scandalised by finding it 
to have been neglected by their predecessors* All 
their attempts to clear it out had, however, been 
resisted, nobody could tell how^ or indeed thought 
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it worth "wliib to inqQiFe. As far Lmdorra, te liad 
been ined to the plsoe ficom his chiLfiiood, aixd 
iiierefove aooepted it vs tiie raoBt nataial ^tiamg in 
<he iroxU. He liad been in nod out a hxmdzed 
iunes in his fday. Andit-washete^liaTemembered 
suddenly, l^t he had seen the bad {nctoze of Eazl 
Eobert which had so corioaslj oome into his eyes 
on fan joiiriiej heie^by a mental movement which 
he had identified at once as Tmoonscians oerefara- 
tknu The &st ftehng in ins mind, as his &iher 
irent to the open door of this fannber-^oom, was a 
mixture of amnsement and smpiise. What yam bB 
going to pick up there ? some old pentade, flome 
amulet or scrap of antiquated magic to act as 
Armour agraist the evil one? Bat Lord Oewxie, 
goo^ «B and settis^ down the lamp on the table, 
i;umed round upon his son withi a dGooe of agitcdian 
-and pain whidh barred all farther amusement : be 
«i«8ped faim by Ae h«nd, crushing it between bia 
•own. '' Now my boy, my dear son," he said, in 
tones that wnre scaroely audible. His countenance 
was lull of the dreaay pain of a locAw-on — one who 
basno share in ihe excitnnent of personal danger, 
but has a^ more terriUe part of watching Ibose 
who are in deadliest peril. He was a powerful 
man, and his large form shook with emotion ; great 
beads ci moisture stood upon his forebaad. An old 
HBword with a cross hmdle lay upon a dusty diair 
wnoBg oibw dusty and battled lelicB. ^' Take 
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^aa. jnih jon,^ he saiii, in. the game inandiMe, . 
fareaililegs waj — whethen aa a weapon, whether aa< 
a rdigions symbol, Lindorea could itst gpeBEk. The 
yotmg^ mail took it mechanioally. His &ther.pii8hed 
open a door which it seemed to him he had never 
seen before, and led him into another vaulted cham- 
ber. Here even the limited powers of speech Lord 
Gkywzie had r^ained seemed to forsake him, and his 
Toice became a mere hoarse mnrmnx in. hia throaU 
For' want (£ i^ech he pointed to another door in 
the farther ccxmer of thia small vacant loom, gave 
him: to nnderstand by a gesture that he was to 
knock there,, and then wexxt back into the himber*- 
room. The door into this waa left open, azul a&int 
glimmer of the lamp shed light into this little in- 
tennediate places— this debatabkB^ land between the- 
seen and the unseen.. In spke^^of hima^, Lindorea' 
heart began to beat. He made^a breathless pause, 
feeling his head go round.. He held the- old aword 
in his hand, not knowing wliat it waa. Then». 
summoning all his courage^ he went forward, and 
knocked at the closed door. Hia knodc waa not. 
loud, but it seemed to ec^ all ov^ the. silent, 
house. Would everybody hear and wake, and ruskj 
to see what had happened? This cafoice of inu^ 
gination seized upon him, ousting all the firmes 
thoughts, the stead&st calm of mind with which he^ 
ought to have encountered the myst^sy,- Would, 
they all rush in, bt wild dtshd^iiy in tenor and 
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dismajy before the door opened? How long it 
of epening I He toached the panel with his hand 
again. — ^Thia time there was no delaj. Inamoment, 
aa if thrown suddenly open faj scnne one within, the 
door moved. It opened jnst wide enough to let 
him enter, stopping half-way as if some one invis- 
ible held it, wide enough fiir welcome, but no more, 
lindores stepped across the threshold with a beat- 
ing heart. What was he about to see ? the skeletons 
of the murdered victims? a ghostly charnel-house 
fhn of bloody traces of crime? He seemed to be 
hurried and pushed in as he made that step. What 
was this world of mystery into which he was 
plunged — what was it he saw? 

He saw — nothing — except what was agreeable 
enough to behold, — an antiquated room hung with 
tapestry, very old tapestry of rude design, its 
colours fiided into softness and harmony ; between 
its folds here and there a panel of carved wood, 
rude too in design, with traces of half-worn gilding; 
a table covered with strange instruments, parch- 
ments, chemical tubes, and curious machinery, all 
with a quaintness of fimn and dimness of material 
that spoke of age. A heavy old velvet cover, thick 
with embroidery finded almost out of all colour, was 
on the table ; on the wall above it, something that 
looked like a very old Venetian minor, the glass so 
dim and crusted that it scarcely reflected at all ; On 
the floor an old soft Persian carpet, worn into a 
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Tagae blending of all colottrs. This was all that 
he thought he saw. His heart, which had been 
thumping so loud as ahnost to choke him, stopped 
that tremendous upward and downward motion like 
a steam piston ; and he grew cahn* Perfectlj still, 
dim, unoccupied : jet not so dim either ; there was 
no apparent source of lighti no windows, curtains 
of tapestrj drawn everywhere— no lamp visible, no 
fire — and yet a kind of strange light which made 
eYeiything quite clear. He looked round, trying 
to smile at his terrors, trying to say to himself that 
it was the most curious place he had ever seen — 
that he must show Ffimington some of that tapestry 
— ^that he must really bring away a panel of that 
carving, — ^when he suddenly saw that the door was 
shut by ¥^ch he had enteted — nay, more than 
shut, undiscemible, covered like all the rest of the 
walls by that strange tapestry. At this his heart 
began to beat again in spite of him. He looked 
round once more, and woke up to more vivid being 
with a sudden start Had his eyes been incapable 
of vision on his first entrance? Unoccupied? 
Who was that in the great chair? 

It seemed to Lindores that he had seen neither 
the chair nor the man when he came in. There 
they were, however, solid and unmistakable; the 
chair carved like the panels, the man seated in 
front of the table. He looked at Lindores with 
a calm and open gaze, inspecting hinu The young 
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mualB heart, seemed iiL hie thioatflvfetefiBg Iik» m 
huif but he wa» fannre, and his mind made ouB' 
final e&rt to fareak this speU. He iried to speak^ 
labonring ivith a Toice that wookl not. aoimdy. and 
with lips too parched to tanxi a wcMrd. " I see how 
it i%" was what he wanted to say. It was Earl 
Robert's &ca that waa> looking at hkn ; and startled 
as he was, ho dragged fiorth- his philos(^y to* 
support him. What oenld it bo bat optical dekk- 
sion, nnconaeieiis o^rebraidon^ oecolt sdzure hy thar 
in^na-ed and struggling nnnd of ilus one cona. 
tenaifece? But he could not hear himself speak 
anj word as he i^ood oEmTolsed, struggling with 
diy Hpe Hid choking vdoe. 

The A{^>eaiaiiee- smiled^ as if kaeiwing Ufr* 
thoughts — not unkindlj, not malignfy — with a. 
certain, arans^aient mingled with seonu Then ha> 
8P<Ab> and the sound seemed to biealhe. throng 
the room not like any voioe that lindores. had ever 
heard,, a kind ctf utteranee (tf the {dace, like the rustle 
of the air or the ripple, of the sea. " You wiH leam. 
better to4ught : lius is noi phantom of your biain i 
it is I." 

" In Ood'» name," cried the young man in his 
soid ; he did not know whethw the words esFest got 
into the air or not^ if there was aay air } — " in QoSa 
name, who are you ? " 

The figure rose aa if coming to him. to reply j 
and Lindores, oveioome by the appareat approach^ 
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Strolled into utterance. A eiy came from him— 
h& beard it this time — and &ven, in his extremity 
felt » paag ihe mor& to hear the terror in his own 
voicew Bat he did not flinch, he stood desperate, 
all his. strength concentrated in the act ; he neither 
turned nor recoiled. Vaguely gleaming through his 
mind came the thought that to be thus brought 
in ccmtaot with the unseen was the experiment 
to be most desired on earth, the final settlement 
of a hundred questions ; but his faculties were not 
sufficiently under command to entertain it. He 
only stood firm, that was alL 

And the figure did not approach him ; after a 
moment it subsided back again into the chair — 
subsided, for no sound, not the faintest, accom^ 
p^iied its movements. It waa the fbnn of a man 
of middte age,, the hair white, but the beard only 
cxiaped with grey, the features those (d the pictmre- 
— a familia.r &ce, more or less like all: the Ban- 
dolphs, but with an air (tf domination and power 
aU^ethar unlike that of the Dice. He was dressed 
in a long robe of dark edoui^ emlnroideTed witk 
strange lines and anglesh There was nothing re*- 
pellent or temble in: his adr — nothing except tize 
noiselesfiQiesS) the cahn, tha absolute stillness, which 
was as mudi in the place as in Mm, to keep up tihe 
involuntary trembling of the beholder. His ez^ 
pressien was full of dignity and thought&lness^ 
and not malignant or unkind.. He might ham 

S.S. — h 2 B 
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been the kindly patriarch of the honse, watching 

over its fortunes in a seclusion he had chosen. 

The pulses that had been beating in Lindores were 

stilled. What was his panic for? a gleam even of 

self-ridicule took possession of him, to be standing 

there like an absurd hero of antiquated romance 

with the rusty, dusty sword — good for nothing, 

surely not adapted for use against this noble old 

magician — in his hand — 

"You are right," said the voice, once more 

answering his thoughts ; " what could you do with 

that sword against me, young Lindores? Put it 

by. Why should my children meet me like an 

enemy? You are my flesh and blood. Give me 

your hand." 
A shiver ran through the young man's frame. 

The hand that was held out to him was large and 
shapely and white, with a straight line across the 
palm — a femily token upon which the Bandolphs 
prided themselves — ^a friendly hand ; and the &ce 
smiled upon him, fixing him with those calm, pro- 
found, blue eyes. "Come," said the voice. The 
word seemed to fill the place, melting upon him 
from every comer, whispering round him with 
softest persuasion. He was lulled and calmed in 
spite of himself Spirit or no spirit, why should 
not he accept this proffered courtesy? What harm 
could come of it? The chief thing that retained 
him was the dragging of the old sword, heavy and 
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useless, which he held mechanically, bat which 
Bome internal feeling — ^he could not tell what — 
prevented him from putting down. Superstition, 
was it? 

''Yes, that is superstition," said his ancestor, 
serenely; "put it down and come." 

" You know my thoughts," said Lindores ; " I did 
not speak." 

" Your mind spoke, and spoke justly. Put down 
that emblem of brute force and superstition to- 
gether. Here it is the intelligence that is supreme. 
Come." 

Lindores stood doubtfoL He was calm ; the 
power of thought was restored to him. If this 
benevolent venerable patriarch was all he seemed, 
why his father's terror? why the secrecy in which 
his being was involved? His own mind, though 
calm, did not seem to act in the usual way. 
Thoughts seemed to be diiven across it as by a 
wind. One of these occurred to hun suddenly 
now — 

There came and looked him in the face, 

An angel beautiful and bright. 
And that he knew it was a fiend." 

The words were not ended, when Earl Boberfe 
replied suddenly with impatience in his voice, 
^' Fiends are of the fimcy of men ; like angels and 
other foUies. I am your fitther. You know me; 
and you are mine, Lindores. I have power beyond 
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^Aat yoa* can xuadBntaod ; btct I want fiesk 
blood to reign and to enjoy. Gome, liodoxesr' 

Bte put ont his otiier hand. The action, the look^ 
were those of kindness, ahnost of longing, and the 
fisuse was &miliar, the voice was that of the race. Su- 
pernatural I was it supernatural that this man should 
live here shot up for ages ? and why ? and how ? 
Was there any explanation of it ? The young man's 
brain began to reeL He could not teU which was 
real — ^tiie life he had left half an hour ago, or this. 
He tried to look round him, but oould not ; his eyBS 
were caught by those other kindred eyes, whidi 
seemed to dilato and deepen as he looked at them, 
and drew him wilii a stnmge convulsion. H& felt 
himself yielding, swaying towards the strange beizi^ 
who thus invited hbn. What might happen if he 
yielded? And he could not turn away, he could 
not tear himself from the fascination of those eyOL 
With a sudden stmnge impulse which was half de- 
spair and half a bewiUtering half^onscioua desire ix^ 
try one potency against another, he thrust forward, 
the cross of the old sword between him and those 
appealing hands. '' In the name of Gk>d I " he said. 

Lindores never could tell whether it was that he 
hims^ grew faint, and that the dimness of swoon- 
ing came into his eyes after this violence and stiaia. 
oi emotion, or if it was his spdl that worked.. But 
there was an instantaneous change. Evrarthinir 
8W«. »oimd him for the BU»^\ giddZT^ 
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bUttflneBs seized him, and lie BBSwuo&ing bat Hob 
▼i^iie ontlmes ef ihe room, emptj as fviion Im 
entered it Bat gradnallj his coDsmoasneBB caxoA 
bac^, aaid he foond hinuself fltanding on tibe same 
spot as before, chitching -liie old sword^aiid grad- 
uallj, as through a dream, reeognicuad die same 
fignre emerging oat of thB mist which — ^ivas it 
solely in his own eyes? — had cmvaloped every- 
thing. But it was no longer in the same attitude. 
The hands whidi had been streixdied oat to him 
were busy now witlL some of the strange instco- 
ments on the table, moving about, now in ihd action 
<]if writing, now as if mantling iSae keys of a tele- 
graph. lindores felt that his brain was allatwisfc 
'«nd set wrong; but he ms «till a human bfiing of 
Ids century. Bie thought of &e telegraph with a 
keen thriU of curiosity in the midst of his reviving 
sensations. What oomnEanioatkm was this which 
was gomg on before Ins ^^b? Tiie magician 
worked on. He had his &ce tnined towaxds his 
victim, but his hands moved wdtii unoeasing 
activity. And Lindores, as he grew aooastomed 
to the position, began to weary — to fed like a 
negleeted «uitor waiting for an audknoe. To be 
"wound up to sudi a strain di feeling, than left to 
watt, was intdlerable; ixK^tienoe saurad upon hinu 
l^fhnt cireumstanees eaa ckisI;, how&v«r liomtiLe, in 
^irfaidi a human being ^wiQ -not feel impatieDDe ? He 
made a great many efforts to speak before he could 
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Biiooeed. It seemed to him that his hoAj felt mora 
fear than he did — ^that his muscles were contracted, 
his throat parched, his tongue refusing its office, 
although his mind was unaffected and undismayed. 
At last he found an utterance in spite of all resist- 
ance of his flesh and blood. 

"Who are you?" he said hoarsely. "You that 
live here and oppress this house?" 

The vision raised its eyes full upon him, with 
again that strange shadow of a smile, mocking yet 
not unkind. " Do you remember me/' he said, " on 
your journey here ? " 

" That was — a delusion." The young man gasped 
for breath. 

" More like that you are a delusion. Ton have 
lasted but one -and -twenty years, and I — for 
centuries." 

" How ? For centuries — and why ? Answer me 
—are you man or demon? " cried Lindores, tearing 
the words, as he felt, out of his own throat. " Are 
you living or dead ? " 

The magician looked at him with the same intense 
gaze as before. "Be on my side and you shall 
know everything, Lindores. I want one of my own 
race. Others I could have in plenty ; but I want 
yoiu A Randolph, a Randolph I and you. Dead I 
do I seem dead? Ton shall have everything — 
more than dreams can give — if you will be on my 
side." 



'v 
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Can he give what he has not? was the thought 
that ran through the mind of Lindores. But he 
could not speak it. Something that choked and 
stifled him was in his throat. 

"Can I give what I have not? I have every- 
thing — power, the one thing worth having ; and 
you shall have more than power, for you are young 
— ^my son I Lindores I " 

To argue was natural, and gave the young man 
strength. " Is this life," he said, " here ? What is 
all your power worth — here ? To sit for ages, and 
make a race unhappy ? " 

A momentary convulsion came across the stiU 
face. " You scorn me," he cried, with an appear- 
ance of emotion, " because you do not imderstand 
how I move the world. Power I 'Tis more than 
fancy can grasp. And you shall have it I " said the 
wizard, with what looked like a show of enthusiasm. 
He seemed to come nearer, to grow larger. He put 
forth his hand again, this time so close that it seemed 
impossible to escape. And a crowd of wishes seemed 
to rush upon the mind of Lindores. What harm to 
try if this might be true ? To try what it meant — 
perhaps nothing, delusions, vain show, and then 
there could be no harm ; or perhaps there was 
knowledge to be had, which was power. Try, tiy, 
try I the air buzzed about him. The room seemed 
fuU of voices urging him. His bodily frame rose 
into a tremendous whirl of excitement, his veins 
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seemed to swell to bm«rting, his lips seemed to 
force a jeSy in spite of him, qni^^ering as th^ 
came apart Hie hiss of the s -seemed in his -eaes. 
He changed it into the name which was a spell 
too, and cried ''Help me, God I" not knowing 
why. 

Then iSkere came another panse — ^he felt as if he 
had been dropped from something that held him, 
and had Mien, and was faint. The excitement had 
been more than he coold bear. Onoe more eveiy- 
timig Bwam «ronnd him, and he did not know 
where he was. Had he escaped altogether? wa» 
the first waking wonder of oonscionsness in his 
mind. But when he conld tinnk and see again, he 
was still in ^e -same spot, stirronnded by the old 
emiains and the canred panels — but alone. He felt, 
too, that he was able to move, but the strai^est 
dnal consciousness was in him throughout all the 
rest of his triaL His body felt to him as a fright- 
ened horse feels to a treveller at night — « thing 
separate from him, more frightened than he was— 
starting aside at every step, seeing more than its 
master. His Gmbs shook with fear and weakness, 
almost Tefrising to obey the action of his will, trem- 
bGng under him witii jerlra a^de when he -com- 
pelled himself to more. The hair stood upright on 
his head — every finger trembled as with palsy — Im 
fips, his eyelids, quivered vrith nervous agitation* 
Butliis mind was strongi stimulated to a desperate 
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calm. He dragged hunself Tocmd l3ie Toom, be 
croRsed the very spot where the magician had been 
— ^all was vacant, silent, clear. Had lie vanquished 
the enemy? This thought came into his mind with 
an involnntaiy triimiph. The old strain of feel- 
ing came bac^ Snch effects might be produced, 
perhaps, only by imagination, by excitement, by 

delusion 

Lindores looked np, a tmdden attraction dncwing 
Ws eyes to one spot, he could not tell why: and the 
"blood suddenly froze in his veins that had l>een so 
"boiling and fermenting, fiome one was looking at 
him from the old mirror on thewalL A face not 
buman and life-like, like that of the inhabitant of 
this place, but ghostly and terrible, like one of the 
dead ; and while he looked, a crowd of other &oes 
came leliind, aU looHng at him, Bome monxnfiiUy, 
some with a menace in their terrible eyes. The 
miiror did not diange, hut ^tnthin its small dim 
space seemed to contain an mnmnerable company, 
crowded above and below, all wi& one gaze at him. 
His lips dropped apart with a gasp of horror* More 
and more and more I He was istanding close by 
the table when this crowd came. THien aU at once 
there was laid upon him a cold hand. He turned ; 
close to his side, brushing him wifh his robe, hold- 
ing him fast by the arm, sat Earl Hobert in his 
great chair. A shriek came from the young man^s 
Cps. He seemed to hear it edioing away into 
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imjbthomable distance. The cold touch penetrated 
to his very sonL 

''Do yon try spells upon me, lindoies? That 
is a tool of the past. Yon shall have something 
better to work mth. And are yon so snre of whom 
yon call npon ? If there is snch a one, why should 
He help yon who never called on Him before ? ^ 

lindores conld not tell if these words were 
spoken; it was a commnnication rapid as the 
thoughts in the mind. And he felt as if something 
answered that was not all h]msel£ He seemed to 
stand passive and hear the argument. " Does God 
reckon with a man in trouble whether he has ever 
called to Him before? I call now" (now he felt it 
was himself that spoke): ''go, evil spirit! — go, 
dead and cursed ! — ^go, in the name of God I " 

He felt himself flxmg violently against the walL 
A &int laugh, stifled in the throat, and followed by 
a groan, rolled round the room; the old cnrtains 
seemed to open here and there, and flutter, as if 
with comings and goings. Lindores leaned with 
his back against the wall, and aU his senses re- 
stored to him. He felt blood trickle down his neck; 
and in this contact once more with the physical, his 
body, in its madness of fright, grew manageable. 
For the first time he felt wholly master of himsel£ 
Though the magician was standing in his place, a 
great, majestic, appalling figure, he did not shrink. 
" liar ] " he cried, in a voice that rang and echoed 
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as in natural air — " clinging to miserable life like a 
worm — ^like a reptile ; promising all things, having 
nothing, but this den, imvisited by the light of day. 
Is this yom* power — your superiority to men who 
die? is it for this that you oppress a race, and 
make a house unhappy? I vow, in God's name, 
your reign is over I You and your secret shall last 
no more." 

There was no reply. But Lindores felt his 
terrible ancestor's eyes getting once more that 
mesmeric mastery over him which had already 
almost overcome his powers. He must withdraw 
his own, or perish. He had a human horror of 
turning his back upon that watchful adversary : to 
face him seemed the only safety; but to &ice him 
was to be conquered. Slowly, with a pang inde- 
scribable, he tore himself from that gaze : it seemed 
to drag his eyes out of their sockets, his heart out 
of his bosom. Besolutely, with the daring of des- 
peration, he turned round to the spot where he 
entered — the spot where no door was, — hearing 
already in anticipation the step after him — feeling 
the grip that would crush and smother his exhaust- 
ed life— but too desperate to care. 
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CHAPTER m. 

How wonderful is tlie blue dawning of tlie new 
-day before the sunl not rosy -fingered, like timt 
Aurora of the (Jreeks who comes later with all her 
weaMi^ but still, dreamy, wonderM, stealing out 
of the unseen, abashed by the solemnity of Ihe new 
birth. When anxious watcliers see that first bright- 
■ness tjome stealing xtpon the waiting skies, what 
mingled relief sad renewal of misery are in it ! 
another long day i» toil through — yet another sad 
•night over I Lord Qowrie sat -among €ie dust and 
cobwebs, his lamp fiaring idly into ihe blue morn- 
ing. He had heard his son's human Toice, iSaaagb. 
nothing more; and he expected to liave bim 
'brought out by invisible hands, as had happened 
to himself, and left lying in long dealMy swoon 
outside -that mystic door. This was how it had 
Tiappened to heir after bear, as told fixwn faflrer to 
«on, one after another, as ihe secret came down. 
•One or two bearers of tiiB name of Lindores had 
never recovered } most of iJiem had been saddened 
and subdued for life. He remembered Ba^y fee 
freshness of existence which had never come back 
to himself; the hopes that had never blossomed 
again; the assurance with which never more he 
had been able to go about the world. And now 
his son would be as himself— the gloiy gone out of 
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liis Hving^ — liis ambiticms, his aspirations wrecked* 
He had not been endowed as hi&.boy was — he had 
been a plain, honest man, and nothing more ; but 
experience and life had given him wisdom enough 
to smile by times at the coquetries of mind in 
whioK Lindores indulged* Were they all over now, 
those &eaks of young inteUigenee, those enthu- 
siasms of the. soul? The^ ciurse of the house had 
come upon him — the magnetism of that strange 
presence, ever living, ever watchful, pres^it in aU 
the &mily history. His heart was sore for his son; 
aad yet ing ^ thiathere ^ a cert«i.cor«.lJ 
tion. ta him, in having henceforward a partner in the 
secret — some one ta whom he could talk of it as he 
hsd not been, able to talk since his own &ther died^ 
Almost all the mental struggles which Gowrie had 
known had been connected with ibis mystery ; and 
he had been obliged to hide them in his bosom — 
to conceal them event wbeai they rwat him in two. 
Now he had a. partn^ in his trouble. This was 
what he was thinking e» he sat through the night. 
How slowly the momsnta pa^ased i He was not 
awase of the daylight coming in.> A&ex a while 
even thought got suspended inr list^aing. Was not 
the time neaily over? He rose and begsH^ to pace 
about the encumbered 8paee> which was but a step 
or two in extent. Thare was an old cupbocusd in 
the wall, in which there were- restoratives — ^pangent 
essf^meea and cordials, and firesh water whicLhe had. 
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himself brought— everything was ready ; presently 
the ghastly body of his boy, half dead, would be 
thmst forth into his care. 

But this was not how it happened. While he 
waited, so intent that his whole frame seemed to 
be capable of hearing, he heard the closing of the 
door, boldly shut with a sound that rose in muffled 
echoes through the house, and lindores himself 
appeared, ghastly indeed as a dead man, but walk- 
ing upright and firmly, the lines of his face drawn, 
and his eyes staring. Lord Gowrie uttered a cry. 
He was more alarmed by this unexpected return 
than by the helpless prostration of the swoon 
which he had expected. He recoiled from his son 
as if he too had been a spirit. " Lindores I " he 
cried; was it Lindores, or some one else in his 
place ? The boy seemed as if he did not see him. 
He went straight forward to where the water stood 
on the dusty table, and took a great draught, then 
turned to the door. " Lindores I " said his &ther, 
In miserable anxiety; "don't you know me?" 
Even then the young man only half looked at him, 
and put out a hand almost as cold as the hand 
that had clutched himself in the Secret Chamber ; 
a &int smile came upon his face. "Don't stay 
here," he whispered ; " come I come I " 

Lord Qowrie drew his son's arm within his own, 
and felt the thrill through and through him of 
nerves strained beyond mortal strength. He could 
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scarcely keep up with him as he stalked along the 
corridor to his room, stmubling as if he could not 
see, yet swift as an arrow. When they reached his 
room Lindores turned and closed and locked the 
door, then laughed as he staggered to the bed. 
"That will not keep him out, will it?" he said. 

" Lindores," said his &ther, " I expected to find 
you unconscious. I am almost more frightened to 
find you like this. I need not ask if you have seen 
him " 

" Oh, I have seen him. The old liar I Father, 
promise to expose him, to turn him out — promise 
to clear out that accursed old nest I It is our own 
feult. Why have we left such a place shut out 
from the eye of day? Isn't there something in 
the Bible about those who do evil hating the 
light ? " 

" Lindores I you don't often quote the Bible." 

" No, I suppose not ; but there is more truth in 
— ^many things than we thought." 

"Lie down," said the anxious father. "Take 
some of this wine — ^try to sleep." 

" Take it away ; give me no more of that devil's 
drink. Talk to me — that's better. Did you go 
through it all the same, poor papa ? — and hold me 
fiist. You are warm — ^you are honest I " he cried. 
He put forth his hands over his fether's, warming 
them with the contact. He put his cheek like a 
child against huf fether's arm. He gave a feunt 
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langb, with the tears in his eyes. ^'Warm and 
honesty" he repeated. ^ Kind flec^ and blood ! smd 
did yon go through it all the same ? " 

''My Ix^I" cried the fsther, feeling his heart 
glow and swell over the son who had been parted, 
from him for years by that development of yotmg 
manhood and ripening intellect which so often 
severs and loosens the ties of home. Lord Gfowrie^ 
had felt that lindoreB half despised his simple 
mind and duller imagination; but this childlike 
clinging overcame* him, and tears stood in his eyes. 
'' I &inted, I suppose. I never knew how it ended*. 
They made what they liked of me. But you, my^ 
Irave boy, you came out of yomr own wilL'^ 

Lindores diivered. "I fled!" he said. "Nia 
h(XK>ur in tiiat L had not courage to &ce him 
longer. I will tell you by-and-by. But I want ta 
know about you." 

What an ease it was to the &ther to q>eakl 
For years and years this had been shut up in hi» 
breast It had mad& him lonely in the midst of his 
Mends. 

" Thank Grod," he said, '' that I can speak to you, 
Lindores. Oft^i and often I have been tempted 
to tell your mother. But why should I make her 
miseraUe ? She knows there is something ; she 
knows wfa^r I see him, but she knows no more.'^ 

''When you see him ? " Lindores raised himself 
with a return of his first ghastly look, in his bed^ 
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Then he raised his clenched fist wildlyy and shook 
it in the air. " Vile devil, coward, deceiver 1 ** 

" Oh hush, hnsh, hush, lindores I God help ns I 
what tronbles you may bring I " 

"And God help me, whatever troubles I bring," 
said the young man. "I defy him, father. An 
accursed being like that must be less, not more 
powerful, than we are — with God to back us. Only 
stand by me : stand by me " 

" Hush, Lindores I You don't feel it yet ; never 
to get out of hearing of him all your life I He will 
make you pay for it — ^if not now, after ; when you 
remember he is there, whatever happens, knowing 
everything I But I hope it will not be so bad with 
you as with me, my poor boy. God help you 
indeed if it is, for you have more imagination and 
more mind. I am able to forget him sometimes 
when I am occupied — ^when I am in the hunting- 
field, going across country. But you are not a 
hunting man, my poor boy," said Lord Qx)wrie, 
with a curious mixture of a regret, which was less 
serious than the other. Then he lowered his voice. 
" Lindores, this is what has hi^pened to me since 
the moment I gave him my hand." 

" I did not give him my hand." 

" You did not give him your hand ? God bless 
you, my boy! You stood out?" he cried, witk 
tears again rushing to his eyes ; " and they say-— 
they say — ^but I don't know if there is any truth in 
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it.** Lord Gbwrie got up from his son's side, and 
walked np and down with excited steps. ''If 
there should be tmth in it I Many people think 
the whole thing is a fancy. If there should be 
truth in it, LindoresI" 

"Inwhat,fether?" 

" They say, if he is once resisted his power is 
broken — once refused. You could stand against 
him — ^you I Forgive me, my boy, as I hope God 
will forgive me, to have thought so little of His 
best gifts," cried Lord (Jowrie, coming back with 
wet eyes; and stooping, he kissed his son's hand. 
'' I thought you would be all the more shaken, be- 
cause there was more mind in you than body," he 
said, humbly. " I thought if I could but have saved 
you from the trial ; and you are the conqueror I " 

"Am I the conqueror? I think all my bones 
are broken, father — out of their sockets," said the 
young man, in a low voice. " I think I shall go to 
sleep." 

"Yes, rest, my boy. It is the best thing for 
you," said the fether, though with a pang of mo- 
mentary disappointment. Lindores fell back upon 
the pillow. He was so pale that there were 
moments when the anxious watcher thought him 
not sleeping but dead. He put his hand out feebly, 
and grasped his father's hand. "Warm — ^honest,'* 
he said, with a feeble smile about his lips, and fell 
asleep. 
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The daylight was full in the room, breaking 
through shutters and curtains, and mocking at the 
l£tmp that still /flared on the table. It seemed an 
emblem of the disorders, mental and material, of 
this strange night; and, as such, it affected the 
plain imagination of Lord Gowrie, who would have 
Mn got up to extinguish it, and whose mind re- 
turned again and again, in spite of him, to this 
symptom of disturbance. By-and-byj when Lin- 
dores' grasp relaxed, and he got his hand free, he got 
tip from his son's bedside, and put out the lamp, 
putting it carefully out of the way. With equal 
care he put away the wine from the table, and gave 
the room its ordinary aspect, softly opening a win- 
dow to let in the fresh air of the morning. The 
park lay fresh in the early sunshine, still, except 
for the twittering of the birds, refreshed with dews, 
and shining in that soft radiance of the morning 
which is over before mortal cares are stirring. 
Never, perhaps, had Growrie looked out upon the 
beautiful world around his house without a thought 
of the weird existence which was going on so near 
to him, which had gone on for centuries, shut up 
out of sight of the sunshine. The Secret Cham- 
ber had been present with him ever since he had 
first visited it. He had never been able to get 
free of the spelL He had felt himself watched, sur- 
rounded, spied npon, day after day, since he was of 
the age of Inndores, and that was thirty years ago* 
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He turned it all over in liis mind, as he stood there 
and his son slept. It had been on his lips to tell all 
his story to his boy, who had now come to inherit 
the enlightenment of his race. And it was a dis- 
appomtment to him to have the flood in his heart 
forced back again, and silence imposed npon him 
once more. Would lindores care to hear it when 
he woke? wonld he not rather, as Lord Growrie 
remembered to hare done himself thrust the 
thought as &r as he oonld away from him, and en- 
deayoor to forget for the moment — ^nntil the time 
came when he wonld not be permitted to forget ? 
He had been like that himself he recollected now. 
He had not wished to hear his own Other's tale. 
'' I remember," he said to himself; '^I remember" 
-—turning oyer eyerything in his mind. If Lindorea 
might only be willing to hear the story when he 
woke ! But then he himself had not been willing 
when he was lindores, and he could understand his 
son, and would not blame him ; but it would be a 
disappointment. He was thinking this when ha 
heard lindores' yoice calling him. He went back 
hastily to his boy's bedside. It was strange to see 
him in his eyening dress with his worn &ce, in the 
fresh Hght of the morning, which poured m at every 
crevice. " Does my motiier know ? " said lindores ; 
"what win she thmk?" 

"She knows something; she knows you have 
some tiial to go through. Most likely she will be 
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ymjing for us both; that's the way of women,'* 
said Lord Gowrie, with the tremnlous tenderness 
which comes into a man's Toice sometimes when he 
speaks of a good wife. '^ PU go and ease her mind, 
and tell her all i^ well over " 

" Not yet. Tell me first," said the young man^ 
putting his hand npon his Other's arm. 

What an ease it was I '^ I was not so good to 
my father," he thought to himself with sudden 
penitence for the long-past, long-forgotten fault, 
which, indeed, he had never realised as a &ult 
before. And then he told his son what had been 
the story of his life — how he had scarcely ever sat 
alone without feeling, from some comer of the 
room, from behind some curtain, those eyes upon 
him ; and how, in the difficulties of his life, that 
secret inhabitant of the house had been always 
present, Bitting by him axrf adTising him. "When- 
ever there has been anyihing to do: when there 
has been a question between two ways, all in a 
moment I have seen him by me: I feef^hen he is 
coming. It does not matter where I am — ^here or 
anywhere — as soon as ever there is a question of 
family business ; and always he persuades me to 
the wrong way, Lindores. Sometimes I yield to 
him, how can I help it ? He makes everything so 
elear ; he ms^es wrong seem right If I have done 
mjust things in my day " 

^ Tou have not, father." 
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"I have: iiheie were these Highland people I 
turned ont^ I did not mean to do it, Lindores ; bnt 
he showed me that it wonld he better for the family. 
And mj poor sister that married Tweedside and 
was wretched all her life. It was his doing, that 
marriage ; he said she wonld be rich — ^and so she 
wasy poor thing, poor thing I and died of it. And 

old Macalister's lease lindoreSy Lindores! 

when there is anj business it makes my heart 
sick. I know he will come, and advise wrong, and 
tell me — something I will repent after," 

'^ The thing to do is to decide beforehand, thaty 
good or bad, you will not take his advice." 

Lord Gbwrie shivered. " I am not strong like 
you, or clever; I cannot resist. Spmetimes I re- 
pent in time and don't do it ; and then I But for 
your mother and you children, there is many a day 
I would not have given a farthing for my life." 

'^ Father," said LindoreB, springing from his bed, 
^two of us together can do many things. Oive 
me your word to clear out this cursed den of dark- 
ness this very day." 

'' Lindores, hush, hush, for the sake of heaven ! " 

'^ I will not, for the sake of heaven ! Throw it 
open — let everybody who likes see it — make an 
end of the secret — ^pull down everything, curtains, 
walls. What do you say? — sprinkle holy water? 
Are you laughing at me?" 

''I did not speak," said Earl Gowiie, growing 
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veiy pale, and grasping his son's arm with both his 
hands. ''Hush, boy; do you think he does not 
hear?" 

And then there was a low laugh close to them — 
so dose that both shrank ; a laugh no louder than 
a breath. 

" Did you laugh— father ? " 

"No, lindores." Lord Gtewrie had his eyes 
fixed. He was as pale as the dead. He held his 
son tight for a moment; then his gaze and his 
grasp relaxed, and he fell back feebly in a chair. 

" You see 1 " he said ; " whatever we do it will 
be the same ; we are under his power." 

And then there ensued the blank pause with 
which baffled men confront a h(^eless situation. But 
at that moment the first faint stirrings of the house 
— ^a window being opened, a bar undone, a move- 
ment of feet, and subdued voices — became audible 
in the stillness of the morning. Lord Gowrie 
roused himself at once. "We must not be found 
like this," he said; "we must not show how we 
have spent the night. It is over, thank QoA I and 
oh, my boy, forgive me I I am thankful there are 
two of us to bear it ; it makes the burden lighter — 
though I ask your pardon humbly for saying so. 
I would have saved you if I could, Lindores." 

" I don't wish to have been saved ; but I will 
not bear it. I will end it," the young man said, 
with an oath out of which his emotion took all 
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profimity. Hk &tlier aaid, ^Hvsh, IxmsL" Wiih 
a kx^ of tenor and pain, he left him; and jet 
there was a thrill of tender pride in his mind. 
How braye the boj was'I even after he had been 
there. Could it be that this would all oome to 
nothing, as every other attempt to resist had done 
before? 

''I suppose you know all about it now, Lin- 
dores," said his friend Ffiurington, after break&st ; 
'^ luckily for us vrbo are going over the house. 
What a glorious old place it is T' 

'' I don't think that Undores ^oys the glorious 
old plaoe to^lay," said another of the guests under 
his breath. ^ How pale he is ! He doesn't look as 
if he had slept." 

^ I will take you over every nook where I have 
ever been," said lindores. He looked at his feither 
with almost command in his eyes. ^'Come with 
me, all of yon. We shall have no more secrets 
here." 

'' Are you mad? " said his &ther in his ear. 

"Never mind," cried the young man. "Oh, 
trust me ; I will do it with judgment. Is every 
body ready?'' GQbtere was an excitement about 
him that half frightened, half roused the party. 
They all rose, eager, yet doubtfuL His mother 
came to him and took his arm. 

" Lindores ! you will do nothing to vex your 
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&thfir; don't make him xmhapiiy. I doa't know 
yonr secrets, yon two; bnt look; he has enon^ 
to bear." 

" I want yon to know onr secrets, mother. Why 
shonld we have secrets fix)m yon ? " 

"Why, indeed?" she said, with tears in her 
eyes. ^ Bnt, Lindores, my dearest boy, don't make 
it worse for Aim." 

" I give yon my word, I will be wary," he said ; 
and she left him to go to his &thei:, who followed 
the party, with an anxions look npon his &cq^ 

" Are yon connng, too ? " he asked. 

" I ? No ; I will not go : bnt tmst him — ^tmst 
the boy, John." 

" He can do nothing ; he will not be able to do 
anythiQg," he said. 

And thns the gnests set ont on their ronnd — ^the 
son in advance, excited and tremnlons, the &ther 
anxions and watchfol behind. They began in the 
usnal way, with the old state-rooms and pictnre- 
gallery; and in a short time the party had half 
forgotten that there was anything nnnsnal in the 
inspection. When, however, they were half-way 
down the gallery, Lindores stopped short with an 
air of wonder. " Yon have had it pnt back then ? " 
he said. He was standing in front of the vacant 
space where Earl Bobert^a portrait onght to have 
been. "What is it?" they all cried, crowding 
npon him, ready for any marvel. Bnt as there 

S.S. — ^i. 2 D 
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was nothixig to be seen, the straiigers smiled 
among themselyes* ^'YeSi to be sure, there is 
nothing so snggestive as a vacant plaoe/' said a 
lady who was of the party. "Whose portrait 
ought to be there, Lord Lindores?" 

He looked at his &ther, who made a slight 
assenting gesture, then shook his head drearily. 

"Who put it there ? " Lindores said, in a whisper. 

"It is not there; but you and I see it," said 
Lord Gh)wrie, with a sigh. 

Then the strangers perceived that something 
had moved the &ther and the son, and, notwith- 
standing their eager curiosity, obeyed the dictates 
of politeness, and dispersed into groups looking at 
the other pictures. Lindores set his teeth and 
clenched his hands. Fury was growing upon him 
— not the awe that filled his father^s mind. " We 
will leave the rest of this to another tune,** he cried, 
turning to the others, almost fiercely. "Gome, I 
will show you something more striking now.'' He 
made no further pretence of g^ing systematically 
over the house. He turned and went straight 
up-stairs, and along the corridor. " Are we going 
over the bed-rooms ? ^ some one said. Lindores led 
the way straight to the old Ixmiber-room, a strange 
place for such a gay party. The ladies drew their 
dresses about them. There was not room for 
half of them. Those who could get in began to 
handle the strange things that lay about, touching 
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them with dainty fingers, exclaiming how dnstj 
they were. The window was half blocked np by 
old armour and rusty weapons; but this did not 
hinder the Ml simuner daylight &om penetrating 
in a flood of light. Lindores went in with fiery 
determination on his &ce. He went straight to 
the wall, as if he would go through, then paused 
with a blank gaze. "Where is the door?" he 
said. 

" You are forgetting yonrself," cried Lord Qowrie, 
speaking over the heads of the others. " Lindores I 
you know very well there never was any door 
there ; the wall is very thick ; you can see by the 
depth of the window. There is no door there." 

The young man felt it over with his hand. The 
wall was smooth, and covered with the dust of ages. 
With a groan he turned away. At this moment a 
suppressed laugh, low, yet distinct, sounded close 
by him. "You laughed?" he said, fiercely, to 
Ffarrington, striking his hand upon his shoulder. 

" I — laughed I Nothing was fitrther fix)m my 
thoughts," said his fiiend, who was curiously 
examining something that lay upon an old carved 
chair. " Look here I what a wonderful sword, 
cross-hilted I Is it an Andrea? What's the 
matter, Lindores?" 

Lindores had seized it from his hands ; he dashed 
it against the wall with a suppressed oath. The 
two or three people in the room stood aghast. 
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'^ lindofes ! " his &iher said, in a tone of warn- 
ing; The joxmg man dropped the nselesff weapon 
with a groan. ^'Then Ood help nsl" he said; 
''bat I will find another way/ 

'' There is a veij interesting room close by/' said 
Lord Gbwrie, hastily — '' this way 1 Undores has 
been pnt out by — some changes that have been 
made without his knowledge/' he said, calmly. 
''You must not mind him. He is disappointed. 
He is perhaps too mudi accustomed to have his 
own way." 

But Lord Gtowiie knew that no one believed him. 
He took them to the adjoining room, and told them 
some easy story of an apparition that was supposed 
to haunt it. " Have you ever seen it ? ** the guests 
said, pretending interest. '^Kot I; but we don't 
mind ghosts in this house^'* he answered, with m 
smile^ And then they resumed their round of the 
old noble mystic house. 

I cannot tell the reader what young Lindores 
has done to cany out his pledged word and redeem 
his figunily. It may not be kiK>wn, perhaps, for 
another generation, and it will not be for me ta 
write that concluding chapt^: but when, in the 
ripeness of time, it can be narrated, no one will 
say that Ihe mystery of Qowrie Castle has been a 
vulgar horror, thoagk there are scxae who are 
disposed to think so now. 
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